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THE SECRET FOE. 



CHAPTER L 

" Are the horses ready ?*' asked Captain Fitz- 
maurice, turning abruptly from the window at 
which he had been standing to question his 
servant, who entered the room at the moment. 

" No, sir ; the old church clock hath but just 
struck eleven, and you did not order the horses 
till half an hour later." 

"Ah! yes; time enough," observed his 
master quickly, a little confused, as it seemed, 
at this conviction of impatience. **But I 
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4 THE SECRET FOE. 

thought you entered to announce them: my 
head has been running on other things." 

" I came at the bidding of Master Yates, the 
landlord, to know if it would please you to dine 
at the Lord General's to day%" 

**No— yes. I may dine here — ^at Salisbury — 
any where, or no where ; I have not decided ; 
but he need not provide a dinner, if that is why 
he would know — I am not particular," replied 
Captain Fitzmaurice, assulning an air of indif- 
ference to veil his embarrassment at the 
question, altering the position of the sling 
which supported his right arm as he spoke. 

" Shall I assist you, sir ?" asked his servant 
respectfully ; but at the sf me time with a slight 
compression of the lips, and a scarcely per- 
ceptible twinkle in his small grey eyes, which 
somewhat belied this moie than usually grave 
demeanour. 

"I can dispense with it altogether; my arm 
is so much better," replied the youn^ soldier. 
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** As you please of course, sir ; but it wants 
a whole week of the time when Doctor Bates, 
my Lord General Cromwell's own doctor, sjiid 
you might leave it off with safety." 

"Pooh! Doctors must make the worst of 
things. My arm is quite strong again now, 
and the wound well healed ; look that I do not 
prove its strength on thee, knave, if thou 
thwartest me," answered his master with a 
good humoured smile, that forbade all fear of 
the accomplishment of such a threat. 

" The gallant who goes to visit a fair lady 
should wear no frown on his brow; and 
jVIistress Edith EUerslie is wondrous fair, if 
tongues tell truth, sir," replied David Frewen, 
the shrewd serving man of the young and 
spirited soldier. 

'^ Who has presumed to talk of that lady ? 
and who told you that I was going to pay her 
a visit?" questioned Fitzmaurice quickly, a 
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6 THE SECRET FOE. 

slight feeling of anger at what he thought 
might be meant for impertinence mingling 
with the pleasure derived from the praise 
bestowed on Mistress Edith EUerslie. 

A furtive glance told David Frewen these 
contending feelings, and his speech was skil- 
fully framed to meet the circmnatance. 

" You bade me make enquiries, sir, as to the 
residence and temper of Squire Warren, of 
Bulford House ; and at the first question every 
tongue was wagged in praise of hi^ niece's 
beauty and goodness, many adding the irfsh 
that she were mated with some gallant gentle- 
man of equal worth." 

** According to your gossips it would be 
difficult to find the lady's equal, or one worthy 
of her hand," replied Fit^maurice with a cleaned 
brow though heightened colour, yet carefully 
abstaining from an admission of any personal 
knowledge of her perfections, "Are they 
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equally profuse in their praise of Mr. War- 
ren?" 

^^ Not so, sir ; he is a gentleman of whom 
they say but little," 

"But what is that little?" demanded Fitz- 
maurice impatiently, observing in his serving 
man a disinclination to speak till questioned 
minutely, though lip and eye gave hints that 
he knew much. "Is he courteous, or un- 
courteous ?" 

"MiddUng, sir" 

" Is he generous, or thrifty ?" 

"Middling, sir." 

" Is he parliamentarian, or royalist ?" 

" Middling, sir." 

" Is he rich or poor ?" 

"Middling, SU-." 

"Out upon you with these middling, tell 
nothing answers!" exclaimed Fitzmaurice, 
losing all patience. " If you know aught tell 
it out boldly ; or be honest and confess your 
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ignorance. Provoke me not, lest you learn the 
strength of my arm as I threatened before, 
though then only in jest" 
. " I humbly crave your pardon," began David 
Frewen with an aj^pearance of servile humility 
little pleasing to his master, who generous, 
frank, and open as day himself, detested any-* 
thing that wore the appearance of assumption. 

" Win it by your honesty. What have yoi* 
heard ? Speak briefly ; and to the point." 

" Little more than what I have .said, 
sir. Squire Wai3"en, of Bulfbrd, . is nothing 
particular. He is a very prudent gentleman ; 
never interferes, let the world wag as it 
will — never quarrels with any one, nor makes 
friends neither lest it should bring him into 
trouble ; and if there is ale and meat in plenty 
in parlour and hall h& keeps the tenants 
well up to paying their rents, and makes no 
shew to bring eyes upon him." s 

"Hath he any relatives residing with him?" 
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asked Fitzmaurice in a tone which he intended 
to appear indifferent. 

" A mai.den sister, sir — Mistress Martha 
Warren." 

^' Doth she resemble her brother ?" 

^* So folks say, sir." 

^* Hath he any other relative with him now T 
questioned Fitzmaurice, arranging the folds of 
his cloak as he spoke, instead of keeping his 
eye on the speaker as he had done before. 

" His niece, sir." 

** What niece ? Give me not the trouble to 
ask so many question^, nor drawl as though you 
were mocking good Master Truefit in his dis* 
course, as I heard you irreverently doing the 
other day, when you had picked up some wild 
royalist companions." 

A slight flush came into the serving man's 
cheek at this reproof, and his speech, as 
ordered, grew quicker and more copious ; but 
whether from fear, or penitence, or malice, (a 
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10 THE SECRET FOE. 

common observer might have found it difficult 
to determine which, for there waa no shairpness 
in his tone) his intelligence, from accident or 
design, was exactly that most calculated to fret 
his hearer. 

" His niece, Mistresa Edith Ellerslie, sir, as 
I thought I had told you before ; but if folks 
say true, she will neither abide with her uncle, 
nor be Mistress Edith EUerslie much longer." 

"Why? Is the lady unkindly used?" 
questioned Fitzmaurice impetuously, looking 
ready to break a hundred lances in her defence, 
whilst his foot stamped impatiently on the un- 
carpeted fioon 

" She hath not been so heretofore, and is less 
likely to be so now, when she smiles on a 
suitor handsome enough to please the lady 
herself, and rich enough to content her uncle 
and guardian, who they say would never con- 
sent to her wedding a gallant gentleman, how- 
ever pleasing to his niece, unless of high birth. 
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and good fortune ; and the lady's worth, it is 
thought, desenres all this.** 

" It is false T exdaimed Fitzmaurice with 
fiery impetuosity, and a glance at the speaker 
that would have frightened many into silence. 

** Like enough, sir, as you say ; for the 
tongues of the widked are sharper than swords ; 
and their words fly swiftly to spread evil. 
Doubtless the lady, having been blessed with a 
pious training, cares not for the riches of thia 
world, that make themadves wings and ^ee 
away ; and they were slanderous babes of the 
evil one, who assert that she smiles on a godless 
cavalier, though he be handsome and quick- 
witted, and knoweth, it is said, how to win 
maidens' hearts. We should rather credit the 
saying of Mistress Sarah Hurst, who maintains 
that the lady cares not a silver pin for Captain 
Tooker, despite his vows and bis gold, her 
heart being set on another." 

*^ And who may this Mistress Sarah Hurst 
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be, who knoweth the lady's mind so well?" 
questioned Fitzmauriee with a brighter eye, 
and a more joyous tone.. 

" So please you, sir. Mistress Sarah Hurst is 
the goodly serving maiden of Mistress Yates, 
the thrifty hostess of this- commodious hostel^ 
now bearing the worthy name of * The Lord 
General^' which it hath borne since the time of 
my Lord Essex, though Master Yates main- 
tains most sturdily that the sign swinging f 
above his door beareth a striking resemblance • 
to his Excellency the Lord General Cromwell,- 
and this notwithstanding there be some of his 
nci^ghbours who can r^member.-^-" 

" What care I for Master Yates's assertions,, 
or the remembrance of his neighbours 5^ ex- 
claimed Fitzmauriee impatiently, • interrtj{iting 
the tedious discourse of his serving man, ^* Or 
what should the chamber maiden of a paltry 
hostel kn6w of the^mind of a high-bom damsel ?" 
he added indignantly and contemptuously. 
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^* Mistress Sarah Hurst is a discreet and 
pious maiden^ and a most truthful one; and 
moreoyer, she is sister's child to the nurse of 
Mistress Edith EUerslie, whose daugHter, Mis- 
tress Mary Love, is that lady's favoiite tire- 
woman ; and it was but yesterday, as I under- 
stsmd, that she held discourse with her oousin 
touching her young lady, and this new suitor." 

" And what did they say of him ?" 

^* Why the damsels, damsels like, an it please 
you, lauded his Jmndsome' perison. Ids winning 
tongue, his riches, and his readiness to give, for 
wonmnkind, alas ! since the days of their first 
mother, have ever been won by flattering 
words, a goodly face, and a ready hand. Stich 
creature gauds haye ever power to -lead" kstray 
weak minded females, who yfel4 to the tempta- 
tion of the wicked on^." 

"Not all, by your own showings" observed 
his master interrupting himw ^^ Mistress EdiA 
EUerslie, if we may credit thee and her tire- 
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14 THE SECRET FOF. 

woman, Is not to be won by the creature gauds 
of this vain world." 

** Her tire-woman saith so.** 

" And do you doubt her tire-woman T 

" Not in the matter of a wooing, sir. When 
was a woman at fault there ? If a maiden 
twist and turn like an adder in the grass, be 
sure that another maiden will follow every 
twist and turn, and find her out at last." 

" You might be more respectfid in your 
comparisons," remarked Fitzmaurice quickly^ 
" And so this serving damsel and her cousin 
aver that Captain Tooker will win no favor by 
his wooing." 

" So they maintain,, sir." 

" And how came you by this knowledge ? 
Did they take you into their council." 

" Can a woman keep a secret, when a man 
who hath a tongue and knows how to use it, 
hath a mind to learn it?" answered David 
Frewen, with a look of great assurance. 
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" They are but weak vessels, sir; and their 
secrets ooze out whether they will or no, if you 
can hit their taste with honied words." 

^^ You seem quick at this work, and 
must hold honied words at command, since 
you came but yesterday, and yet know all 
to-day.'' 

^^ Sapping and mining, sir, do not so 
well with a woman as a vigorous assault. 
Come upon her with a glittering of steel, and 
a thundering of trumpets, and drums, and she 
hath no heart to say thee — ^nay. Take my 
advice in these matters, sir; I know what 
maidens are." 

" When I need thy counsel in such matters 
I will ask it," repUed FitOTiaxuice gravely, 
displeased at the forward manner of his ser- 
vant. ** Heard you where Captain Tooker is 
abiding?" 

" With his uncle at the Manor House, at 
Haddington, a village some few miles across 
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the downs, sir, as I understand," replied David 
more humbly, he being one to mark the slight- 
est variation of the wind, and then direct his 
course accordingly. 

" You have learnt much in a brief space. 
How came you to ask of Mistress Edith Eller<^ 
slie, and Captain Tooker ?" 

" I thought, sir, that you would be pleased 
to know all you could of the lady, and her rich 
suitor." 

" Take heed that too much thinking, and too 
much questioning do not bring thee into 
trouble," observed his master wamingly, " and 
let nothing that beareth the shadow of dis*^ 
respect towards Mistress Edith EUerslie be 
heard from thy mouth, or the mouths of tlie 
mixed company, with which it is thy wont to 
keep fellowship ;— that lady is no fitting sub- 
ject for idle jest, oi: toper's comment. I bear 
her a message from her rektives in Worcester- 
shire, but I never bade thee prate of her 
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thoughts and doings with serving men, and 
serving women." 

^* I pray your pardon, sir, for misjudging . 
your wishes, and going beyond your bidding ; 
but nought disrespectful was thought or said 
of the lady in my hearing ; Sarah Hurst and 
her cousin only maint44ining what they hold to 
her honor, that Mistress Edith EUerslie was 
not to be won by a glozing tongue, or lavish 
hand ; holding, aa her damsels thought, another 
in higher favor." 

" Said they whom T questioned Fitzmaurice 
ataipdy, forgetful for the instant of the 
lecture which he had just been reading Iiis 
prying servant, till a slight twitching of the 
mouth of the politic David, recalled him to a 
sense of his own inconsistency. 

" They named no name, sir ; doubtless from 
being ignorant on that point ; but both agreed 
that their lady's heart had been touched by 
some gallant cavalier, during her stay in 
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Worcestershire some few months since. Bless 
you, sir ! why she will sit and sigh by the hour 
together, and look at a faded orange knot till 
the tears come into her bright eyes ; and then 
will she start up as it were froni maiden shame, 
and take suddenly to her embroidery, or pace 
up and down the gairden walks like one who 
doth not wish to be remarked on."^ 

" Bring the horses out- on the instant," ex* 
claimed Fitzmauric^ pipetuously, timing away 
with a flushed cheek. 

" It shall be done,^ sir." 

^^ I do mistrust thee;, David Frewen ;" stud 
Fitzmaurice to himself, as his serving man 
quitted the apartment; ^^ you guess or learn all 
things, but tell only as much as will suit your 
purpose, whether that purpose be to cajole, 
appease, or annoy. Tliere is enough of cunning 
in thee to make thee dreaded ; and enough of 
mischief to make thee hated. Thou art above 
a serving man in words, and below him in 
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courage, if I mistake not ; shrewd and worldly ; 
wishing to hold, but not daring to grasp ; seek- 
ing to rule by art, and only failing to do so 
from inability to hide thy venom. I like thee 
little, and will not trust thee ; so look to thy- 
self if thou meddlest in my oonoems; I make 
not my paid domestic my guide or confidant. 
So she frowns on this rich and handsome cava^ 
tier, but sighs and weeps over an orange knot ; 
and this consorts with her cousin's parting 
words, which bade me hope; and more than 
hope. And yet that wily knave would have kept 
back this, had he not deemed it polilticto bribe 
me into good humour. I have half a mind to 
discharge him; or at least go alone to-day. 
Yet, no ; he hath been only hired for a month, 
till my own faithful Robin hath got over the 
ague ;— and what if he guess or know my pur- 
pose in this visit? Let aU the world behold my 
love for the beautifU Edith — I care not ! there 
is no shame in such a love. I hate that fellow's 
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glozing tongue, and prying look ! Psha ! the 
very atmosphere is heavy with his kBavery-.r-I 
must have air," and approaching the window 
he threw open the casement. " Her uncle's 
vacillating character, regard for wealth, and 
mean subserviency, bode me no good; and 
should he really be a royalist at heart, he may 
oppose my hopes, for his fair niece is one in 
speech as well as mind, from birth and con- 
nection, though judging some of those who 
take the other side may act from principles as 
pure and high.. Ah ! birth and connections — 
and I have neither — ^and no wealth to buy a 
crest or an escutdieon. I stand alone — a beg- 
gar foundling !— a poor captaitt, with poor pay, 
and not a mind to win a fortune, but with 
honor. No mother cradled me in her fond 
arms, soothing my childish sorrows with her 
loving words ; — no father danced me on his 
knee, training my youthful spirit to heroic deeds 
by tales of valour and high daring ; — no bro- 
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ther held oie in a long embrace when I departed 
-^no eister hung around my neck when I re- 
turned I have no household tiea — ^not even a 
bare name ; but stand alone in the wide world 
"— nameless and homeless ! — ^endless and 
pennyless ! a thing cast off — disowned by all I 
Yet, no ; not friendless — not caftt off by all/' — 
he added after a moment's pause, the dark cloud 
that overshadowed his usually bright mood, 
passing away as his buoyant spirit broke forth 
again, chasing the gloom of fell despair. " Not 
friendless-*8carcely homeless^ Sir Edward Fer- 
ringham hath been to me as father, mother, 
kindred He gave me shelter and a name, 
when those, who should have cherished me, 
careless, or worse than careless, thrust me forth 
into the wide world to live or die, as it miglit 
chance; whilst in his son I found a brother, 
mlling to share his father's heart and for- 
tune with the outcast. And friends too — ^have I 
not friends beside ? Hath not even the Lord 
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General Cromwell looked to my advancement, 
though weighty matters pressed upon his mind. 
And Edith — ^beautifiil Edith! — doth she not 
lave me, poor as I am in birth and wealth ! 
Poor ! — ^I am rich — richer than all the fabled 
monarchs of the east : they had but gold — I 
have affection! — the tried regard of noble- 
minded men ! — ^the love of pure, high hearted 
woman ! Shame on me for a moment's gloomy 
doubt ! — an instant's dark despondency. There 
may be obstacles — ^there may be difBculties — 
but these,, with Heaven's good will, shall all be 
overcome. He who raised up a friend when I 
most needed one — He who has kept me in my 
youthful years, turning my ill to good, will 
keep me to the end, if I abide His chastening 
with a humble spirit, and look to Him as my 
deliverer." 

The reverential air of the young soldier, as 
these thoughts passed through his mind, proved 
him no hypocrite— his clouded brow grew calm 
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and open^^'Us bright ey^ danced in light — a 
hopeM smile played roond his chiselled lip^ and 
f<»rgetfi]l of his late wound, his right hand 
rested fdr a moment on the hilt of his sword, 
not as if in defiance of an enemy, but merely 
as an inyoluntaiy motion, showii^ his readiness 
to act; A fin^ picture of youthful, trusting 
energy could not haye beeA imagined ; poet or 
painter might have widied to fix him as he was, 
till he could be transferred to picture or to 
poeuL 

A slight bustle beneath the window drew his 
attention. The casement of the best apartment 
in the best hostel, in the little town of Ames- 
bury, at which he was standing, opened on a 
triangular space with the stocks set in the 
middle, and flanked by low and irregular houses ; 
for the ** Lord General," (such was the name 
of the tavern) stood somewhere near the spot 
where now stands the ** George," claiming, like 
its predecessor, to be the best house of enter- 
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taininent in the small town in which is situated* 
This triangular space, the scene of the yearly 
fairs before and since the time of which we 
write, namely 1651, save when the Puritans 
held sway and fairs were abolished as abomina- 
tions, exhibited on most occasions but little 
worthy of attention, and little likely to attract 
the observation of a gallant soldier, who had 
seen and shared in daring deeds of arms, win- 
ning his portion of the glory won ; but there 
are moods and times when reason yields to 
fancy — the real gives place to the ideal ; and 
the bold, strong mind, tiiat shrinks not — quails 
not at instant peril, watches some trifling con- 
test with breathless, almost trembling anxiety, 
staking its weal or woe upon the petty struggle, 
and drawing bmens of success or failure, as of 
old, from the chance flight of birds, or trifles 
light as this* 

Such was the mood, and such the thought 
of Maurice Fitzmaurice at this moment. 
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Excited by his recollections of the past — ^by his 
hopes for the future — and touched, perhape 
imconsciously, if not with the superstition, at 
least with some of the visionary enthusiasm of 
those with whom he had mingled, his eyes 
and his mind became fixed on the objects before 
him, and the fancy grew, till it amounted 
almost to a certainty^ tiiat his own fate was 
symbolically working out under the semblance 
of a contest between two boys, each striving to 
drag the other over a line drawn on the earth 
between thenu The Que was a large, stolid 
looking lad, the very picture of indolent 
dulness, with heavy limbs, and half closed eyes ; 
the other, though much smaller, was lithe and 
active in his form, with a bright, kindling eye, 
and resolute look. The contest was carried on 
in perfect good humour, but the occasional 
gluttonous glances of the larger boy towards 
three rosy cheeked apples held out by a laugh- 
ing spectator, explain^ the spell that had 

VOL. I. c 
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roused his inert body into action : — ^the excite- 
ment of the stm^ley and the desire to over* 
come, were snfficient to account for the bold- 
ness of the lesser boy, in encountering one so 
much his superior in size. 

"Mind and body — ^talent and wealth — ^the 
spiritual and the material ! Shall I be yictor, 
or yanquished in life's struggle?" was Maurice's 
thought, as his earnest gaze became more and 
more fixed on the youthful combatants, identi- 
fying hims^f and fortunes with the younger of 
the two. 

For a time the issue of the contest was 
doubtful, the weight and size of the one, in 
such a trial of strength, bearing hardly on the 
spirit and activity of the other. In a race, 
victory must have belonged to the latter, and his 
superiority would have been apparent from the 
first; but here they swayed backwards and 
forwards, now one wavering, now the other; 
and so nearly seemed they matched, that Fitz- 
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manrice scarcely breathed, bo great — so intense 
became his anxiety. Some idle loiterers, at* 
tracted by the scuffle, cheered them on ; some 
siding with one— some siding with the othori 
but Fitzmaurice> though more earnest than 
any, spoke not— cheered not. The strength of 
the yotmger and lesser boy seemed failing — ^his 
nostril grew of an ashy white, t^hilst the v^s 
on his temples swelled out like cords; he 
wavered — ^he tottered — ^yielding to the superior 
strength of his opponent ; his body was bent 
far over the line — ^his left foot was in the ai^^, 
suspended above the ground marked out as his 
adversary's, whilst the right foot, almost the 
only portion of his frame remaining on his side 
of the line, was unsteady and lightly placed on 
the hard earth. Another pull and he was con- 
quered. Fitzmaurice sighed ; and the sigh was 
like a groan. He spoke to himself upon the 
folly of staking his fate on the wrestling of two 
boys for an apple ; but it was two late for such 
c 3 
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wisdom : it was no longer a matter of reason — 
it had become a question of feeling — of imagir 
nation : lie had so staked his fortunes ; and he 
must abid<e the issue* 

"Now little unl now or never T shouted 
one of the bystanders, half encouragingly, half 
jeeringly.. 

It was now or never, and the boy felt that it 
was. Mind for a time gained the rule over the 
body; and mastering the pain caused by the 
strong grasp of his opponent, he collected all 
his strength for one desperate effort. 

That effort was successful I — • the lai^er 
boy, who had considered himself t^rtain of 
victory, unprepared for this sudden energy, 
was dragged over the line to his own wonder, 
and that of those who had backed him ; and 
there he stood looking stupidly round, doubting 
his own defeat, whilst the victor, overcMne by 
the struggle, fell to the groimd, where he lay 
panting and heaving, but with the glow of 
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triumph on his cheek — xia thrill within his 
heart. 

^^He haa conquered! he is victor! I too 
shall overcome all obstacles — subdue all foes, 
and win the prize I covet P was the exulting 
thought of Maurice Fitzmaorice, forgetting his 
so recent declamation ^t the folly of such a 
fancy. 

The announcement that the horses were 
ready broke in on a golden reverie — a richly 
woven tissue of bright dreams. 

With a light step and a joyous heart Fitz- 
maurice crossed the room. He was loved — he 
would win glory, and her he loved. There was 
no weight on his buoyant spirit now ; he had 
no doubt — ^no fear; and yet i^ he passed a 
small mirror on his way he stayed for some 
moments to adjust his waving curls, and arrange 
the folds of his riding cloak, colouring and 
leaving much still unarranged as he caught the 
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eye of his servant, who was holding open the 
door for his master. 

*^ If I am a vain and foolish idiot, one does 
not like to be told so by snch a look as that,** 
was his thought, as he descended the sturs and 
vatdted into his saddle, patting the arched neck 
of his gentle, but spirited steed ere he dashed 
up the narrow street at a hand gallop. 

^^ To my mind, josjl is as goodly a gallant as 
one would wish to look upon," observed an old 
grey headed hostler who had seen many 
changes, and was no mean judge in the matter 
of goodly gallants^ having formerly served in 
the royalist army, and seen much of Bucking- 
ham, Wibuot, aud other coi]^tiers, a fact which 
he was indiscreet enough at times to admit 
maugre the suggestions of prudence. ** There 
may be little lace on his cloak, and no jewel in 
his hat ; but never a young lord, or boasting 
ruffler about the court wore hat or cloak with 
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a more princely air^ or spoke more graciously 
to those beneath him. One looks for a whole 
train of serving men to come after hinu" 

^^ Then we may look in vain, John, if we 
heed the words of his only varlet," remarked 
the landlord jestingly. '^ But he is in favor with 
the Lord General Cromwell it should seem; 
and for the honor of my long honored sign, I 
would pay the young gallant all respect. He 
is held in high esteem as a soldier by the rulers 
of the Commonwealth too, as I understand ; 
and did good service in the late fight at Wor<* 
cester, battling, as it is said, with the man 
Charles Stuart himself." 

^^ His honored sign ! that hath stood for one 
King, and three Lord Generals, only changed 
in hair and eyes by a groat of paint! The 
man Charles Stuart ! — the King ! — and he shall 
be King T muttered the hostler, whose heart 
was still with the royalists. " The youth is a 
goodly youth, and should have been a cavalier." 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



32 VHE 8BCSBT POX. 

*^ A goodly and a godly youths" diimedin the 
landlady, and Sarah Hurst the serving damsel. 
** He hath a kindly word and smile for all ; an() 
never pasaes me without a ' Good day, fair 
dame/ and how go the. times ? It is a pity that 
he is not rich, being open handed with what he 
hath." 

The sagacious hostler was right. Mauriee 
Fitzmaurice ruled his horse, and wore cloak 
and hat with a princely graee and dignity that 
would have bett^ suited one of noble l»rth, 
than a poor foundling without name, or lineage; 
and as he dashed up the narrow street of 
Amesbury, and then, by an abrupt turning to 
the left, out towards tiie open down, this said 
small town of Amesbury being situated some-» 
where near the centre of Salisbury Plain, he 
was an object of admiration to all whom he 
met, many turning back as he passed to gaze 
upon him. It was not so much the' synunetry 
of his figure, or the regulaHty of his features 
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tlmt attracted attention, as the pleasing smile 

that played round his well defined mouth, and 

the energy of purpose exhibited m his flashing 

eye, and well knit Umbs^ He was the very 

beau ideal of youths bright, joyous, generous, 

trusting, and undaunted youth ! — ^hoping and 

believing aU things that could minister to its 

ftdljoy — a joy that overflowed in snatches of 

eld tunes, loved in his childhood, and in the 

caracoles to which he urged his spirited 

steed 

Though bearing* arms in the service of the 

parliament from his earliest manhood, no such 

great length of time however, for he was not 

counted more than two and twenty, andoeon* 

sorting from a still earlier period with round 

heads and puritans, he had none of the sourness 

and bigotry which disgraced many of the gloomy 

fanatics of that day; and though Maurice 

Fitzmaurice was pure in speech and act as the 

strictest of his party,^ his- good taste, and good 
c 5 
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feeling prevented a familiar and indiBcriminate 
use of God's holy name and book. Of a hope- 
ful, buoyant spirit that bore him on triumphant- 
ly amid the storms and breakers that beset his 
path, he was ever wont to look on the bright 
side; if trouble came, to meet it manfully — ^if 
difficulties intervened to overcome them. 

Educated with young Ferringham: — ^mixing- 
in the same society — ^partaking of the same 
advantages, he had thenmnner» and learning of 
the gentleman? and if his quickness of intellect 
and energy of purpose did sometimes lead him 
into troubles, that he might otherwise have 
escaped, he was so ready to. acknowledge 
his errors, and so prompt to amend them, that 
he must have been a churl indeed who could 
have blamed him harshly, or long retained 
resentment. With a baser spirit, the conscious- 
ness that he owed every thing to Sir Edward 
Perringham's bounty might have galled his 
pride and soured his mood, making him cringing 
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or Tain gloriouB, gloomy or touehy ; but the 
mind of the young soldier was as the crucible 
of the successful alchymist— -whatever was put 
into it came out gold ; — evil became transmuted 
into good ; and the glow of gratitude shed its 
brightness over all the world animate and in- 
animate. Instead of chafing that he had not 
been bom to wealth and rank> his boaom beat 
with a warmer^ fdler love to God and man for 
the protection granted to his infancy. It was 
not diat he felt gratitude to be a duty — it was 
wiih him an impulse — a delight. If deceived 
or wronged by those whom he encountered in 
the world, he deemed it a blessing that he 
could look back on the care and kindness 
lavished by strangers on his childhood, and 
thus be saved from hating or despising all. his 
kind. He could bear the slights of the worldly 
with little more than a flushed cheek, whilst to 
those who showed him esteem, who did him 
* service, he was boimd in bonds not to be worn 
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awaj by after col<lnes8-^Tiu>t to. be vent asunder 
by any sudden stroke. An mjury passed from 
his mind as the mioming's mist from the mounr 
tain's brow ^-^ kindness wa^ engraved onhia . 
heart in characters no time could e£Eftce. With 
the happy alchymy of which we have abeady 
spoken, he transmuted^ his evil fbrtime into a 
good 006 — ^lus poverty into boundless wealtk, 
If he possessed neither title nor gold, then 
could he be loved for nei4;her> but for hix^self 
alone; courted for what he was — not for what 
he had ; and thus he prized the love and esteem 
of those he vahieda thousand-fold more than 
he might have done had his brows been graced 
by a eoronet — his domain as extended as a 
M<march's* , 

His exuberant gsaety, whioh might have led 
him into many errors, had been checked, not 
destroyed by a sober and judicious education ; 
his daring tempered by early lessons of justice 
and hmnanity, which being planted in a friend- * 
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ly floil promised in due season to bring forth a 
plenteous harvest of good He was when 
strongly exited inq)etaou8 even to rashness; 
but a word of warning from friendly lips could . 
tnrn him from evil, at least so had it hitherto 
seemed; but his course till now had been 
prosperous^' his joyous sunny temper winning 
fiivor from aU^ even the stem and gloomy 
fanatics with whom he so often consorted. 

He was indeed a goodly gallant as we have 
abready said; and if he had shown a little 
youthAil vanity in the matter of adjusting his 
waving locks, and riding cloak, let it be remem- 
bered that he was but two and twenty, and 
bent on. a visit to, his lady love. We would 
not paint Maignce Fitzmaurice perfect, he had 
his errors and his follies ; but let those only 
blame him, harshly on tbiLa point, who have 
never done the like. Yet if any might have 
dispensed with this care of the outward man, 
surely it was the^ young Parliamentarian soldieiT 
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on this very mommg, for the joyousness of Im 
mood had graced him with a beauty not to be 
found in waving curls, or a well folded cloak ; 
these were his, but they were only adjuncts, 
not points of need to entitle him to be designa* 
ted as fair and handsome a cavalier as lady's 
eye would wish to rest upon. 

His complexion, slightly bronzed by exposure 
to the weather during his military service, had 
no show of effeminacy, though the eloquent 
blood glowed through the dear transparent 
brown of his cheeks, kindling into a deeper 
flush when he was strongly moved.. His glossy 
curls of a bright brown, touched with a golden 
tint in the sun, fell round his face and down 
his neck, in a profusion that ahnost justified 
the hostler's assertion that he should have been 
a cavalier, long flowing locks being counted by 
the Royalists as indispensable to one of noble 
birth ; but there was no folly of lovelocks to 
be seen, and to nature alone was he indebted 
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for.the graceful waving of hie hair« His slight 
mustache wa^ neatly trimmed, after the fancy 
of the time ; and his cloak, doublet, and hose, 
if boasting little ornament, were well fitted to 
his light, elastic frame, and harmonised admi- 
rably in colour. If there was no vain show in 
his attire, neither was there any affectation of 
particular sobriety ; indeed such affectation in 
dress was already going out of fashion, and only 
sk few of the most fanatical and republican, ex- 
hibited the cropped head of the true committee 
cut.. 

But as we have already said, it was neither 
his well assorted dress, nor mere beauty of 
feature that attracted tiie admiration of those 
who looked upon him.; it was the brightness 
beaming in his dark hazel eye — ^the sweetness 
playing round his chiselled Kp* His whole 
being seemed instinct with happiness — his 
features lit with joy.. 
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He eat his horse bs one able and used to rule 
it, being, according to the French distinction, 
applied many years later to Wo of the sons of 
Charles, not only a " bel homme it chevdly^ but 
also a ^* bon homme h chevaV^ His spirits were 
never so light as when there was a good steed 
beneath him ; and if he felt this on ordinary 
occasions, and at all times, how much more was 
he likely to feel it now when every thing com- 
bined to heighten the impression* 

It was a glorious September day, towards 
the end of the month, with all the brightness of 
summer, and ihe invigorating freshness of 
autumn. Far away in the distance was a soft, 
silvery haze that woke a dreamy and poetic 
feeling, whilst close around was a clear, full 
sunshine, bathing the woods and meadows with 
a warm golden tint. So rich had been the 
simimer foliage that scarce a leaf was turned 
among the bowering beeches, though the top- 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 






THE 8ECBET FOE. 41 

most branches of tlie stately elms growing 
above the river^ were glowing with a yellow 
hue. 

It was a day to put any one in spirits ;-«-eyen 
1^ pedestrian must have been happy for a space, 
then how much more a gallant horseman, such 
as Maurice Fitzmaurfee in his present temper. 
As his path emerged from between plantations 
on one side, and a hedge row on the other, and 
he came out on the open down which lay ex- 
tended before him for miles, his lightness of 
heart broke forth into action. After making 
his horse perform some graceful caracoles, and 
quick circles as in the manage, he dashed for* 
ward at full q)eed, then reining him up so' 
suddenly aa nearly to throw him on his haunchee, 
he sat for sonie moments silent and motionless, 
listening ta the gashing melody of the lark's 
unequalled song, melody that seemed rushing 
down from heaven, so full, so rich as to be 
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almost overpowering. He had heard larks of 
old by one and by two, but never before in 
such numbers, or on Salisbiuy Plain, and with 
such a burst of harmony ; the more stirring, the 
more surprising as being unexpected, and rising 
up from the bare down where seemed no shelter 
for the songsters. He listened to the thrilling 
tones, now a soft, soothing strain, as if one 
sang alone ; and then a mingling of many in a 
wild, irregular chorus ; — ^he watched them 
soaring above the reach of human eye, then 
floating down again gently and smoothly ; now 
rising, and jiow sinking, then hovering above 
the earth with quivering wing, and thrilling 
notes, like to the joyous hymn of a freed spirit; 
There was rapture in the quivering motion of 
those outstretched wings ! and rapture in those 
wild, unmeasured notes, filling the hearer with 
an inebriating delight 

" Glorious ! Truly glorious ! I never heard 
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tile like before,'' exdaimed Fitzuwurice, in- 
Yoluntarily raiflmg his iiat that he might hear 
the dearer. 

^^ They are but silly birds, fooled by a gleam 
of sunEdiiiie into thinking it spring, instead of 
autumn. What a chattering they make ; and 
what a host. Send but a charge among them, 
and one might Aimidi dinner for a troop,^ 
said David Frewen^ who had been watching 
his master's evident delight with a sneering 
lip. 

** Out upon you for a Heathen ! — to think of 
shoo^ting one of those glorious songsters, when 
in the fulness of its melody ! And of eating it 
tool Why a starved hound woidd scarcely 
entertain such a gluttonous idea at such a 
moment," exclaimed Fitzmaurice indignantly. 

^^ A Heathen, sirl methinks it is more like 
a Heathen to joy in such light songs as those. 
I have learnt under the teaching of pious 
Master Search-the-heart to think none but 
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hymns and psalms are fitting melody for those 
who serve the Lord," re^Med Frewen sulkily. 

'^ And this is a hymn ! a pure and glorious 
hym^, from the creature to the creator I a song 
of prsuse for the golden simshine, and he must 
be dull of ear and cold of heart who does not 
feel it so. Look that you profit by the teachr 
ing of pious Master Search-t^e-Jieart} and 
show yourself equally grateful for the blessings 
vouchsafed unto you : a repining spirit and a 
false tongue are hateM in the sight of the 
Lord^" observed his master p<»ntedly, for there 
was something in the sneering selfishness of the 
earthly minded David that ever chafed him, 
and the more when he endeavoured to hide his 
worldliness under the cloak of religion. 

'* Yonder lies Bulford, sir 1" observed David 
shrewdly, to turn the conversation. 

" Where?" questioned Fitzmaurice quickly. 

" There, sir, there ! out to the right among 
those trees." 
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Hastily glancing oyer the rapid trver, that 
flowed at the foot of the 8tee|>, downy bank on 
which he was standing, and across the interve- 
ning streams and meadows, the lover strained 
his eyes, though all in vain to catch a glimpse 
of the mansion which contained the lady of his 
affections; then, setting spurs to his horse^ he 
galloped on in the direction pointed out by 
Frewen, keeping dose to the edge of the 
abrupt declivity that descended to the water's 
brinks as being the nearest point attainable at 
that portion of his road to the desired spot ; 
but he had not long pursued his headlong speed 
ere it was checked abruptly. Immediately in 
his path was crouched an aged woman, her head 
bowed on her knees and muffled in a dark cloak, 
whilst her body was rocking to and fro in a 
manner indicative of suffering. 

However eager he might be to stand in the 
presence of Edith EUerslie, it was not in the 
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nature of Maurice to pass one in pain on that 
lonely down, and that one a woman, without 
offering aid or consolation. 

" Are you suffering, or in sorrow, good 
dame ? Can I help you ?" he said in a kindly 
tone. 

His horse's hoofs had fallen so softly on the 
smooth turf that, preoccupied with her own 
thoughts, the woman had not been aware of his 
presence till he spoke. 

Stwiiled at' those friendly tones breathed close 
beside her, she looked up in wonder — more 
wonder Fitzmaurice thought than the occasion 
warranted — ^and continued gazing on him with 
a searching eye, and lips that worked though 
no sounds issued forth. 

Finding that she continued silent. Fitz- 
maurice repeated the question, beginning to 
fear from her wild gaze that she was on the 
verge of madness, if not already a maniac. 
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Another start suoceeded tliis second question ; 
and her answer Was given in a tone betokening 
strong excitement. 

'^ In sorrow-— or in suffering? ay, in both. 
And when was the time that I knew neither ? 
But the bowed back has more to bear ere these 
grey hidrs shall be laid in the dust. Can you 
aid me, Maurice Fitzmaurice? — Ay, truly can 
you — if you will" 

" Then I will do so most certainly, good 
dame, if you can teach me how ; though 
whence you know my name I cannot tell, 
seeing that till this hour we never mef 

" Would that we never had !" cried the 
strange woman fervently. 

^^ If such thy wish, good ^dame, then take it 
on my testimony ; I never saw thee even in 
my dreams." 

" And yet thou ever formest a part of mine," 
she answered gloomily. 
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" Indeed 1 And why am I 80 honored 
Take my advice and dream of gayer things." 

^^ Can we command our dreams ? Do not 
our evil deeds Come back again in sleep?" 

^^ Nay, good dame, if there is aught on thy 
conscience on account of evil done to me, I will 
absolve thee ; i90 rest in peace," said Maurice 
cheeringly, confirmed in his belief of her 
derangement, though puzzled by her knowledge 
of his name. " I know not of any wrong that 
you have done me." 

" Ah 1 there it is I I know, if you know 
not; and dare not telL You are before me 
day and night with those sweet eyes fixed full 
upon me. Their mild rieproach is but a sterner 
call for justice on the guilty — I feel — I tremble 
hear the call yet disobey. There is no peace 
for me living or dead." 

" Nay, nay, good woman, this is an idle 
fancy. As I said before, if you have done me 
any wrong I pardon it> and you." 
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*' However great ?" questioned the stranger 
eagerly, and starting up on her feet. 

" However great," replied Fitzmaurice sooth- 
ingly, humouring, as he believed, the fancy of 
a maniac 

^^ You will pardon any wrong however greats 
from me or mine — ^now or hereafter?" she 
questioned still more earnestly. " You will 
seek no vengeance ?" 

*^ I trust I shall never seek vengeance," he 
answered gravely ; then added in a lighter tone, 
^^ but though I may pardon the past, it were 
scarcely prudent to promise immunity for the 
future, and woidd prove me to be as rash and 
impetuous as many deem me." 

" Then you will not promise ; and evil must 
come. I know it I — I know it I — Oh ! that I — 
that you had died long ago !" 

" Thanks for the wish I but with your good 
leave, I would rather live a little longer, if 
Heaven so will," replied Fitzmaurice with a 

VOL I. D 
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smile. " Never was my heart more full of love 
and joy." 

*' Love and joy ! Love and joy ! so the 
young ever delude themselves. And I was 
yoimg myself once on a time ; but I grew wise 
full early. There is no joy — and no peace for 
the wicked." 

** The delusion of your age is greater than the 
delusion of your youth, causing you to fancy a 
crime where no crime exists. What evil have 
you done me — or would do me ?" asked Fitz- 
maurice, struck with her words. 

"J would do you no evil ; — ^I came to warn 
— ^to save you ;— I would peril my life to pre- 
serve yom's." 

" Of what would you warn me ? From 
what would you preserve me?" he questioned, 
moved, in ^ite of his better reason, by her 
earnestness. 

** I would warn you against — But no ear 
save yours must hear my warning. Back!" 
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she exclaimed to David Frewen, waving him 
off majesticallj, for he had advanced to listen. 
^^ Back r she repeated, seeing that he stirred 
not ^' Trust him not," she added in a lower 
tone, as he drew aside at her second command, 
enforced by a gesture from his master. 

*^ I never intended it. But what charge do 
you bring against him in support of this warn- 
ing ?. What evil do you know of him ?" 

'^ Look at his cringing look, and unsteady 
eye I Trust none who shrink &om an honest 
man's gaze." 

^^ Nay, if that is all you can bring against 
him, he must stand acquitted for the time being 
at least." 

^^ It is enough — and more than enough ; 
but you are rash. If you scorn my warning, 
am I to blame ? If you rush into peril, must 
I pay the penalty? I speak — but you will 
not heed." 

D 3 



Digitized by LjOOQIC 



52 THE SECRET FOE. 

" Speak reasonably^ and I will pay aU reason- 
able attention." 

** Will you ? will you ?" she questioned 
wildly, catching at his rein^ and gazing anxious- 
ly into his face. " Will you promise to do my 
bidding?" 

" Not till I have heard it certainly, rash as 
you count me. What would you have ttie 
do?" 

" Fly from this neighbourhood ! — ^Fly fiiom 
this country !" she answered in an excited tone, 
as if his words had awakened the hope of 
success in her project, whatever that project 
might be. 

" Wherefore, good dame ?" 

" Ask me not wherefore ; but aWay ! — away 
on the instant !" she exclaimed, with increasing 
vehemence. 

" Not if my life depended on my so doing," 
he answered resolutely. 
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" It does depend on it," she said, pressing 
closer to him, and speaking in a deep, holloa 
tone* 

" Ha ! by whom ia it threatened ?" he ques- 
tioned, startled by her m^'nner, 

" Ask me no questions, but turn — and 
away !" she replied. 

" Not a step till you give me good reason 
for so doing. Psha ! woman, I am not to be 
fooled by mysterious words, and a wild eye," 

" Fool not yourself by your rash presump- 
tion ! I will — ^I can tell you naught, save tha^ 
to sojourn here — ay, or even in this land is to 
risk — to lose your life." 

" In this land was I born — in this land will 
I abide. The same God who guarded my 
infancy from those who would have wrought 
me evil, can guard my manhood, if he will, and 
bring those who would slay me to a shameful 
death." 

" Be still ! be still ! You know not what 
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you are saying — ^to whom you are saying it I" 
exclaimed the woman veheoiently^ grasping 
his cloak convulsively, whilst every feature 
worked in strong emotion. 

'^ I know naught of you that is certain^i— 
what know you of we?" asked the young 
soldier abruptly, fixing a keen gaze on her 
agitated countenance. 

^ Too B^uch I too much T' she replied shak- 
ing her head. 

"So it shouU seem. Know you aught of 
my parentage ?** he questioned eagerly, 

** I know you to be the adopted child of 
Sir Edward Ferringham^. What more should 
I know ? Why ask me isuch a question ?*' 

" Nay, nay, good dame, my questions spring 
from your own remarks, which, to say the best 
of them, are passing strange ; and your sudden 
change of manner from vehement boldness to 
somethii^ nearly resembling terror, goes little 
way to convince me of your innocence." 
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" With what would you charge me ?" she 
asked looking down. 

" I would charge you with nothing ; but if 
you know aught of my birth — of my paren- 
tage ; — I entreat — I inxplore you to tell 
me!" 

" I can tell you of neither* But now you 
were full of hope and joy-^-are not these enough 
to content you?" 

" They were till you spoke of my childhood, 
walang a burning thirst for knowledge on that 
pcrint." 

" If you will not leave this land, will you 
quit this neighbourhood ? Return to the army 
— you will be safer there," replied the woman 
recurring abruptly to her former purpose. 

" Not only will I abide in this land, but 
also in this neighbourhood, unless you will tell 
me who wishes me evil; for myself, I wish 
evil to none, and know not that I have an 
enemy," • 
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" The bird is caught in the net — the simple 
hare in the trap set by the wily — and who 
shall release them? Who shall save them? 
You have a powerful enemy that you wot not 
of." 

" Indeed I And what is his name ? — his 
condition ?'* 

^* I must tell neither. Said I hot that he 
was a wily foe ? I have warned you — if you 
refuse to fly, your blood must rest on your own 
head." 

" And was this your sole purpose in seeking 
this desolate down ?" 

''. It was." 

" And why feel such an interest in me ?" 

" Because your fate is bound up with the 
fate of one dearer than life." 

" Whose fate ? and how are our fortunes 
connected?" 

^' I came not here to be questioned," answer- 
ed the woman gloomily^ 
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" Nor I ; so good day to you, dame. If you 
mean me well, I thank you : — if you mean me 
evil foigive." 

" Stay t stay ! whither go you ?" exclaimed 
the woman snatching at his rein. 

" You who know so much of me should 
know that also," replied Fitzmaurice sarcasti- 
cally, 

" And I do know, Mauripe Fitzmaurice ! 
know, better than you knpw yourself, the pur- 
pose for whicb you are going — ^the reception 
which you are like to meet with.. The letter 
you bear is but an excuse :-^the Qiaiden you 
love gives her smiles to another." 

" It is false !" almost shouted the lover, in 
his eagerness to deny the assertion. " Ejiith 
Ellerslie cannot prove fickle." 

'^Hatb no maiden ever been, won by gold ? 
It is as I say — ^she is pledged to another." 

*^ That wiU I. learn ere set of sun," exclaim- 

I? 5 
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ed Fitzmaurice paaeioniitely, tearing the rein 
from her grasp with a fiery bound, then dash- 
ing at full speed acroas. the plain^. 

Her call on him to stop was heard, but not 
heeded, 

" Now haying toW my master's fortune, 
suppose thou tellest mine," said David Frewen, 
tarrying behind Fitz9iaurice.. 

" Accmrsed be he whose heart is a well of 
evil thoughts, and his tongue the tongue of a 
deceiver! who mocketh the pious, yet useth 
their words ; and whose fcapd would shed 
blood if his spirit dared. He shall die a dog's 
death !" replied the woman^ looking fixedly at 
him. 

** Die a dog's death yourself, old hag I" 
muttered David Frewen, as he galloped on to 
join his master, who was waiting for him at 
some little distance. 

" I know not whether to count her mad or 
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not ; but she is aged and may want : take her 
this," said Fitzmaurice, giving his servant a 
piece of money to bear back to the stranger. 

" She is a foul-mouthed witch ! — want will 
but teach her better manners," muttered the 
angry David, lingering to mark the effect of his 
words. 

** She hath been telling thee unwelcome 
truths, I guess. Back ! on the instant ; and do 
my bidding speedily and courteously," replied 
Fitzmaurice sharply. " Age and poverty de- 
mand consideration. Be quick ! I shall sinde 
your coming here." 

The vexed serving man turned to obey, mut- 
tering between his teeth as he rode off—" If so 
lavish of money, he might bestow it more 
worthily, methinks. What said the old hag to 
deserve so much; or why doth he not give it 
himself? I thought she bad chafed him from 
his breaking off so abruptly. He has a lordly 
way of commanding for a foundling. 
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Fitzmauribe was too far ^tant to hear what 
passed between his servant and the old woman ; 
but he could see that the latter at first waved 
back the gift with a lofty air, then took it and 
placed it within her dress, looking towards him 
as she did sa 

« What said the stranger T he asked as his 
servant rejoined him. 

** At first, sir, she refiised the money with 
an insolent air, saying that she would take 
nothing from you, and muttering something 
about the price of blood, that I could not 
understand, and she would not explain. Then 
she changed her mind and took it, bidding me 
say that she held it as a token of good will 
and pardon, and might use it otherwise than 
you expected hereafter. To my mind, she is 
mad, or a witch, and dealeth with the evil one." 

" She is a strange being, and I cannot decide 
on her sanity ; but will put the truth of her 
assertions on one point at least to the proof, as 
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soon- as may be," was the lover's thought, again 
setting spurs to his horse. 

On he sped, but not with the same joyous 
spirit as before that singular encounter. Her 
words concerning Edith Ellerslie moved him 
in spite of himself : — ^he would not believe her 
untrue — ^won to falsehood by gold — ^yet doubts 
and fears came creeping over him. The sun- 
shine was around him still; but it no 
longer gladdened his heart. — The thrilling 
notes of the lark rose and sank — then rose 
again with as rapturous a burst of melody as 
had struck him so much but a few short minutes 
since ; but now that witching song was all urX" 
heard : — silence or sound — discord or harmony 
were all the same to him. 
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CHAPTER 11, 



The distance from Amesbury to th^ little vil- 
li^e of Bulford even by the longest rotid which 
was that pursued by Fitzmaurice^ haying been 
recommended by David as more pleasant and 
better for the horses, did not much exceed a 
couple of miles ; and the young soljdier soon 
found himself within sight of the abode which 
contained his mistress. A hollow iioad between 
two high steep banks, little used 9aye by far- 
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mers' carts, led down to the Avon, crossed at 
this part by aa old stone bridge with three 
arches, which had long withstood the force of 
the floods that occasionally in spring and autumn 
came rudiing down with considerable violence. 
Above this bridge^on a small island skirted with 
pollard willows, stood a paper mill ; a low and 
irr^ular building with the water rushing down 
through weirs on either side, tliis building being 
situated at the head of the islet, just at the 
point where the river parted into two strong 
streams, after flowing on as one between slop- 
ing fields, and level water meadows. Below 
the bridge, the Avon spread broader and shal- 
lower, then growing narrower and deeper, again 
passed on through meadows fringed with wil- 
lows, swifUy but silently in its calm might. 
Scarce a stone's throw from the road, where 
the stream was shallowed, it flowed gently past 
a garden waU partly overshadowed with ivy, at 
^the end of which was a small iron gate, whilst 
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another portion of this same garden wall ran 
parallel to the high way leading into the 
village. 

*^ Yonder is Bulford House, sir ; and that is 
the garden," observed the watchful serving 
man, riding up to his master as he checked his 
horse on the top of the bridge to look around 
him. "I have not been here since a boy ; but I 
remember it well." 

Fitzmaurice stood up in his stirrups to gaze 
over the wall, but little was to be seen, from 
the height ef that wall, and the distance at 
which he stood, as any reasonable man might 
have conjectured. But when were lovers rea- 
sonable ? All he saw were the tops of a cedar, 
an ugly pigeon house, two large square clumps 
of laurel, and the gabel ends of the house, peer- 
ing above all these« 

Heedless of the setting of cloak or hat, Fitz- 
maurice rode slowly on, the sober dignity bf 
his present pace, contrasting strongly with hi|^ 
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late headlong speed. There are times when 
we tremble to reach the goal which we have 
before so eagerly sought; — ^when fear over- 
powers hope, and we dread a confirmation of 
our doubts. He seemed to mark all things as 
he passed ; but he asked no question — ^made 
no comment, though David Frewen pressed 
closer to his side than suited with the deep re- 
spect of serving men in those ancient days, 
ready to give information should it be re- 
quired. 

A narrow strip of green-sward separated 
the garden wall from the high-way, which was 
bounded on the other side by well kept paling, 
fencing off a large field, which lay before the 
mansion, though divided from it by the road, 
adorned by many lofty elms. Adjoining this 
field, but lying nearer the. village, might be 
distinguished the small church yard, and the 
<5hurch itself, low, plain, but picturesque ; half 
shadowed by the creeping ivy, and dedicated in 
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ancient times to St. John^ a laige flat stone 
set edgeways in the ground, and resting 
against an old, overshadowing tree in the cor- 
ner of the church yard, served as a stile ; whilst 
a small wicket gave entrance on the other 
side. 

The house itself was what in the present day 
we should term old fashioned, with three peaks 
in front, surmounted by stone balls, and a 
porch in the centre, with casement windows 
and stone mullions ; and flanked by a wall on 
either side, the one shutting out the garden, 
the other a large court yard, entered by broad 
gates of a pierced wood-work, beyond which 
stood three large stones, apparently of the same 
species as those at Stonehenge, piled irregularly 
one upon the other, so as to form rude steps, 
and serving as an upping block to those who 
needed its aid. A carriage drive with a small 
semicircular grassplot, alone separated the 
house from the public road, if that might be 
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called public^ wUch was rarely traversed by 
any but the villagers ; and the few neighbours 
who visited at Bulfoid House. There was no 
show or grandeur about the mansion ; it ap- 
peared a comfortable abode for a country gen- 
tlenuui of moderate income, had large ma- 
uorial ri^ts; aixd th^t wa9 all« 

^< Is Mistress Edith Ellerslie at home?" en- 
quired David Frewen of the sour looking do- 
mestic who came at his thundering knock, hav- 
ing ridden on before Ids master without orders 
so to do, an officiousness for iphieh that master 
did not thank him, though he had been too 
much absorbed in his owu reflections to guess 
his purpose in time to prevent its accomplish- 
ment. It had been his intention to have gone 
to the door himself, and left Frewen beyond 
the gate with the horses. 

" Mistress Edith EUersUe is not at home," 
replied the domestic in a slow, and measured 
tone. 
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"Is Mister Warren at home?" enquired 
Fitzmaurice promptly, resolved to take the 
questioning upon himself, annoyed at the answer 
already given. 

" My master i& not at home, sin" 

" When shall I be likely to meet with your 
young lady within ? I am the bearer of a letter 
from her cousin." 

" I cannot say, sir ; but if it would please 
you to leave your name." 

" Will not Mistress Edith Ellerslie return 
by her dinner hour? When may that be?" 
asked Fitzmauric^ intermptii^ the servant, 
who spoke all too slow for his impatience. 

" I cannot say, sir ; my master having given 
no orders touching any visitors." 

" Is not that the lady herself walking among 
the trees yonder?" exclaimed David Frewen, 
whose keen, shrewd eyes seldom let anything 
escape them, pointing to a group of ladies and 
gentlemen in the field before the house. 
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" It miay be, peradventure," replied the 
cautious domestic^ who appeared^ to have a 
mortal objection to committing himself by an 
affirmative. 

In the present instance it mattered not, foi* 
before his answer was concluded the eager 
lover had passed through the gate, and was 
galloping across the field in the direction of the 
walking party, which consisted of two ladies 
and two gentlemen^ partly concealed from ob- 
servation by somie intervening trees, a double 
row of elms that ran across the field. But 
trees or no trees it mattered little to the quick 
eye of the young soldier. There was no mis- 
taking that slight but rounded figure — ^the 
light and graceful step — the swan-like neck — 
the ruby lip half playful, and half queenlike — 
the deep and earnest eyes of a dark violet — the 
clear, pale cheek so prompt to glow at every 
moving thought — and those rich curls of glossy 
black shaming the raven's wing. To rein up 
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his panting steed, and spring to die side of 
Edith Elle^e, leaving that steed to run wild 
at his will, was little more than the work of a 
minute. 

" We meet again as I said To me it hath 
seined an age since we parted," exclaimed 
Fitzmaurice in a low and tender tone, raising 
her hand with warm but respectful devotion to 
his lips, utterly forgetful at the moment of his 
recent doubts, 6y her not being alone, and 
thinking only of the delight of their reunion. 

It was an instant of bright, unclouded joy ; 
but it was only an instant — a gleam of sunshine 
shooting across a murky cloud> leaving the 
gloom but more intense. 

The hand he held was hastily withdrawn — 
those earnest eyes that never needed speech to 
tell her thoughts, veiled by their long lashes 
were hex^ upon the ground ; and not one word 
of welcome met his ear. 

" Am I too bold ? if so, I pray your par- 
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don; — it was hot thus we parted/ observed 
Fitzmaurice reproachfully, hurt at her cold 
reception; 

A murmiur without words, but whose tone 
signified di8i^[q>robati<0n and surprise — a low 
discordant hum, and a light, mocking laugh 
roused the young soldier to a consciouoaess 
that others were near— others who might meet 
him with still less friendly feelings. 

He turned from the yet «ilent Edith to look 
on her companions^, and met the eyes of all 
fixed on himself. In a gentleman and lady of 
rather more than middle age, with dress befit- 
ting those of good family, but with munarked 
features, and a timid, cautious manner he recog* 
nised, from David's description. Mistress Mar- 
tha Warren and her brother ; but the third 
stranger was one of a different caUbre. 

He was a young and handsome ca^^dier, with 
the air and ease of one who had mingled with 
the gallants of the court. His long black hair 
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hung in glossy curls over hia rich lace collar-— 
his figure was tall and commanding — ^his fea* 
tures regular and striking;- — and his eyes, 
rivalling in hue his flowing locks^ flashed like 
the lightning from beneath his hat which was 
adorned with a rich plume clasped by a richer 
jewel. He was one who could not be seen 
unnoted — one whom no maiden might disdain 
to look upon — one who need little fear his 
w inning favor in a lady's eyes if he but set his 
mind' to win that favor — ^at least such was the 
opinion generally held by others — ^perhaps such 
was the opinion held by himself. Not that he 
was a coxcomb ; but he had not lived to the age 
of eight and twenty, mingling with courtiers 

and court-dames without acquiring a knowledge 
of his own powers of pleasing. 

Maurice Fitzmaurice was no mean detractor 
from the merits of others, mental or personal ; 
there was no envy in his disposition ; and yet 
he found no pleasure in looking on the hand- 
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some cavalier before him. He disliked his 
lofty air — ^he disliked the expression of his 
mouth ;— he set him down as the utterer of the 
mocking laugh that had met his ear — as Captain 
Tooker, the wealthy suitor of Edith Ellerslie, 
with whose person he was slightly acquainted. 
The eyes of the young men encountered ; and 
flash answered flasL The sudden dislike was 
strong and mutual ; and a lightning glance at 
Edith told both that they were rivals. 

^^ May I presume to ask the name of the 
gallant gentleman, to whom I have the honour 
of addressing myself," said Mister Warren in 
a slow, cautious, meagre tone, that struck dis- 
agreeably on the ear of Fitzmaurice, who was 
a critic in voices, and peculiarly sensitive to 
every intonation. 

Certain of being decidedly unwelcome to 
three of the party, and more than doubtful as 
to the cordiality of the fourth; chafed and 
embarrassed, the young soldier looked to Edith 

VOL. r. £ 
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in the hope that she would relieve him from 
tiie awkwardness of his position by owning him 
as an acquaintance^ and introdudng him to her 
uncle; but the hope was vain. Tliere she 
stood silent and motionless ; her face so bowed 
that he could see nought but the long thidk 
lashes that rested on her pale, but rounded 
ofaeek. If he had got into a dilemma hj his 
own impetuosity^ he must get out of it again 
by his own prudence, or boldness ; for he had 
none to look to but himsefiP^ and no friendly 
judgmeut to expect. His host's countenance 
became more vexed, and troubled: — ^the con- 
temptuous smile of Captain Tooker more ma- 
licious and decided 

** I bear the name of Fitzmaurice ; and have 
the command of a troop of horse/' replied the 
young soldier somewhat loftily, doffing his hat, 
and bowing gracefully to Mister Warren and 
his sister. '' A happy chance proem-ed me the 
honor of an acquaintance with Misftiress Edith 
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EUerslie in Worcestershire, at^d I am the 
bearer of a letter to tiiat lady from her cousin 
Mistress Biddall, taiA kind greetings from the 
whole family to yourself and sister, i^ as I 
mippose, I have the pleasure of addressing 
Mister Warren. I pray your pardon, sir, if I 
should be considered to have acted too uncere* 
moniously in joining you here, on learning 
from your servant that you were not within." 

** There needs no apology, sir ; I thank you 
fbr bearing the fiicndly greetings of my kins- 
folks," replied Mister Warren coldly and 
formally. 

Fitzmaurice only bowed in return ; and 
drawing from his vest a letter, bound with a 
silken tl»*ead, i»%sented it to Edkh, who took 
it with a trembling hand, as Maurice thought, 
but without raising her eyes, murmuring 8<Hne 
words of thanks too low for him to compre- 
hend ; then adding with an evident struggle at 
composure : — 
E 3 
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" I hope you left my kind^ good cousin welL" 

Her soft and musical tones formed a striking 
contrast to the thin^ sour voice of her uncle ; 
yet still her manner was cold and embarrassed^ 
— ^any thing but satisfactory to an ardent lover: 
yet that ardent lover tried not to perceive this 
coldness, and answered warmly and eagerly, 
though with all the reverence usually shown to 
ladies in those chivalric times. 

^' Quite well ; aad she bade me bear to her 
fair kinswoman a thousand lamentations for her 
departure — a thousand wishes for her return ; 
and countless messages of love too weighty for 
a letter, which I am ready to deliver at your 
leismre." 

" I know the warmth of my kind cousin's 
regard ; and will give her credit for all friendly 
thoughts without troubling you for a repetition," 
answered Edith more coldly than before, with 
her eyes still bent upon the ground. 

Fitzmaurice coloured with wounded pride 
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and affection. She wished no further inter- 
course — she refused even to hear a message 
from his lips. An embarrassing silence succeeded. 
His first impulse was to depart on the instant, 
and never again behold Edith EUersiie — ^the 
fickle 1— the false hearted ! — ^but then came the 
remembrance of looks and words when they 
had parted — ^the thought that she might be 
acting under restraint, for he could believe 
any thing of her formal, cautious, cold blooded 
uncle, with his unmusical voice; and finally 
the fancy, founded on a glance at Captain 
Tooker, that his abrupt departure would be 
highly satisfactory to the handsome cavalier ; 
and though generous and high minded on most 
occasions, there was enough of the leaven of 
human corruption in the young soldier's com- 
position, to make him feel a peculiar pleasure 
in annoying his rival. 

No: he would not leave the field to that 
insolent rival, for so he counted him with his 
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supercilious smile; he would not depart like 
a eoouiged hound with the proof .of shame in 
this speedy flight : — ^he had- a right to courtesy^ 
and he would compel that if no more : he would 
abide, at least for a tune^ s^ing what might 
ensue, meeting coldness and impertinence with 
a courteous, though lofty bearing: — he had 
come many a mile to see — ^to talk with Edith 
Ellerslie ; and opme what might he woiild not 
quit the neighbourhood till he had lesumt from 
her own lips that he was naught to her — that 
she preferred another. 

In pursuanoe o£ this resolij^tipn, controlling 
as he best could, all shew of annoyance, he was 
the first to speak, addressing Mister Warreut 
though conscious that this gentleman both 
wished and expected }n^i to take his leave. 
To address a word in private to Edith was be- 
yond his power. Mistress Martha Warren hav-.. 
ing gone round to her other side, as if to guard 
her from his approach.. 
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*^ Mistress Riddall bade me say, sir ; that 
your young godson grows apace ; and bids fair 
to justify his mother's boasting." 

" I am well pleaded to hear it ; my kinswe-^ 
man has a thriving family/' replied his host 
who was for too cautious to offend the Captain 
of a troop of horse, though inwardly wishing 
that the young parliamentarian, had fallen at 
the late battle of Worcester, moving towards 
the house as he spok/^, hopijig there to get quit 
of his troublesome guests 

*' She hath indeed a goodly family, and is 
herself a most worthy, and high minded lady," 
continued Fitzmaurice not knowing on what 
better subject to descant. 

" She deserves all the good you say of her." 
replied Mister Warren, who never said evil of 
any one, lest it should prove to his after 
damage.. 

Here was^ another embarrassing silence, and 
the awkwardness to the visitor was evidently 
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enjoyed bp Captain Tooker ; but, happ3j for 
Fitzmaurice^ aaother subject. for conversation 
naturally presented itself. The course of tbeir 
walk towards the house brought them close to 
some fine young apple trees^ planted near the 
hedge that bounded the field towards the downs ; 
and busy hands were gathering in the fruit as 
they passed. Two of the finest apples, of a 
rich yellow hue, and coyered with carbuncles, 
fell from the topmost branches of a golden pippin, 
rolling when they reached the earth in opposite 
directions.. 

Fitzmaurioe and Tooker sprang forward at 
the same instant; but the former was the 
most active ; and the next moment the golden 
pippin was pres^ited to Edith. If her thanks 
were low and brief — if she did not reward him 
by a lo(^,still she did not refuse his offering ; and 
the lover's hopes revived. It was not the only 
offering to the ffllent beauty. Captain Tooker 
also presented the pippin which he bad picked 
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np with an air that spoke his confidence oi' it 
not being rejected. 

** Thank you ; I have one already," she re- 
plied in the same low voice as before, declining 
the apple with a slight inclination of the head. 

The heart of Fitzmauriee beat tumultuously ; 
but his triumph, which had not been lost on his 
rival, was of brief duration. There were a few 
whispered words that the young soldier could 
not catch, and Edith Ellerslie took the golden 
pippin with a gracious air^ 
. Fitzmauriee turned away in anger ; when 
next he looked towards her there was but one 
apple in her hand ; and that not the one pre- 
sented by himself., 

" Yours is a fine spirited horse. Captain 
Fitzmauriee," observed the young cavalier, thus 
directing attention to the difficulty experienced 
by Frewen in leading the animal thmugh the 
gate liiat led out of the field.. " A present 
E 5, 
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from the Lord General^ a3 I haye under* 
stood." 

" It was," replied Fitzinaurice briefly,, not 
liking the manner of the speaker. 

^^ Indeed I then you stand high in favor with 
his Excellency," observed Mister Warren, his 
manner becoming more deferential,, if not more^ 
cordial. 

" His Excellency hath stood my friend from 
my first manhood, ou Account of his regard for 
Sir Edward Ferringham," answered Maurice. 

" You speak too modestly. Captain Fitz-. 
maurice ; should and rather say on account of 
your own.high merits," remarked Captain Too- 
ker. "The victory at Worcester is said to be 
partly attributable to your valour ; nay, it is 
even reported that you enooiintered Charles 
Stuart hand to hand, and but for the interven- 
tion of one of his trqopers, would have had the 
honor of giving death to the son, without the 
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intervention of that court which decreed death 
to the father." 

" This is more than the truth. I had cer- 
tainly an encounter for a few minutes single- 
hfmded with a gallant and daring royalist 
officer, who rushed on before his troop ; but I 
knew not then that it was Charles Stuart ; nor 
am I by any means assured of the fact even 
now.? 

" Your modesty, as I before observed; Cap- 
tain Fitzmaurice, leads you to underrate the 
value of your own. high deedd. You must 
have deeply regretted the intervention of the 
meddling treoper, who robbed you of the honor 
of slaying the. man, Charles Stuart, as the 
parliamentarians term him.'* 

" As a sworn soldier of the commonwealth, 
I am bound t0 combat against her enemies, 
and do battle with those wh<j wouldt. destroy 
her freedom, without; the right: to select my 
fpes, Captain Tpokerj else> if I might make 
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the choice, unless my country's liberty should 
absolutely depend on his death, I would rather 
that Charks Stiw*t liyed." 

'^ Holding such sentiments, I mairel that 
you fought not ou, his side at Worcester," o|^- 
served Took^r sarcastically. 
. " I might retort the maryeV replied Fitz- 
maurice pointedly*. 

^^ Oh I I had no choice in. the matter, being 
on my p^ole like Colonel Wyndham, and 
fieveral oth^r gallant gentlemen ; and royalists 
hold their honor d,ear ; but you had thie power 
of choosing.!' 

" I chos€| to. remain loyal to those under 
whose banner I had engaged, and not join with 
the Scots and Royalists in imposing the solemn 
league and covenant on. those, who in their 
hearts, hold not the Presbyte^lp^. creed. It 
was for freedom of conscience that the men of 
England took up arms against the father ;-r-it 
was ifi preserve that ^eedoip, so hardly won. 
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that they fought at Worcester against the 
son.'' 

^' Oh I for the matter of that, I am no friend 
to the solemn league and covenant, and think 
Charles Stuart paid dearly for his Scottish 
crown in listening to six Presbyterian sermons 
per day. He should have rather trusted to his 
&ithful cavaliers^ whom those beggarly Scots 
forbade his presence, till their defeat at Dunbar 
somewhat tamed their- pride. Liberty of con- 
science is a glorious thing, only some have no 
consciences at all ; or hold the prating on such 
subjects absolves them from, the need of acting ; 
and talking ia Less troublesome than doing. 
All may now preach and believe as they 
please ; and marvellous prea«Qhments and beliefs 
some hold ! Ay, all may preach and believe as 
they please,, ^e Prelatists. and Papists ; and 
these must place their hands on their mouths 
and be dumb 1-r-say nothing !-^believe no- 
thing !" 
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^^ No one has grieved more for the necessity 
of this needful harshness, than the Lord 
General himself; but the royalists should in 
truth lay it on their constant plots and obstinate 
resistance to the ^iU of the parliament There 
was scarcely a preacher among the pi^latists 
but taught rank rebellion.'^ 

" Rebellion ! — ay I but tliere ccnxies the 
question^ what rebellion is ; and that is a point 
which it would be scarcely prudent to discuss 
in the presencje of the favored friend of the Lord 
General." 

^* I am no reporter of private oonversations. 
Captain Tooker; nor can I assume to myself 
the high title of the ikvored friend of the Lord 
General." 

^^Fie! fie! Captain Fitzmaurice ! let not 
your humility, after the lottifiker of your 
party, belie your worth. Hath not the victori- 
ous Cromwell bestowed upon you a valuable 
horse? Doubtless he added to this bounty the 
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gift of a coupte of 'Scot's prisoners, or more; 
such as he gave to the commissioners who met 
him at Alylesbury, sent to deliver the congra- 
tulations of the pariiament on his recovery from 
his late illness, and merciful preservation at the 
battle of Worcester;- and pray him to take up 
his abode near Lonidon." 

^^ His.exoellenpy gave me naught save the 
horse which you saw but now ; and what I 
prized far more, his thanks for my conduct in 
the field.'' 

" Ahl said I not so? For your encounter 
with Charles Stuart. Hadst thou but slain 
him, he would, of a surety,, have given thee 
a whole province in Ireland with its rebellious, 
serfs as thy slaves, to use as. bondmen^ or send 
over sea to the. West, as might best suit thy 
humour, or thy fortune. You were at the 
taking of Drogheda if I mistake not, wheire the 
sword of theXiord and of Gideon was red with 
the blood of ihe rebellious and idolatrous 
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Papists ; and wkere the aiins of the saints grew 
weary with slaying." 

^^ I have never set fix>t ia that unhappy 
island, and am neither art nor part in her 
conquest, or her goverment," replied Fitmaurice 
loftily, striving to keep down his rising anger, 
a task difficult to accomplish on the present 
occasion, the tone and manner of the cavalier 
being peculiarly calculated to irritate a quick 
and generous spirit " I was at Devizes, Win- 
chester, and Basing, where the justice and 
clemency of the victorious Cromwell were con- 
spicuous," he added, concluding that the 
speaker's purpose was to brand the Lord Gene- 
ral with the guilt of habitual inhumanity ; a 
guilt from which he was certainly free, though 
his conduct in Ireland must ever remain a blot 
on his name. 

" And at Worcester, where the swords of 
the saints were again red with the blood of 
Colonel Drummond and. his fifteen hundred 
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men, who with such obstinate perverseness 
defended the Royal Fort** 

" I was ; and saw the Lord General himself 
venture through showers of shot to offer them 
quarter, which was scornfully refused." 

" Ay I the Lord General is a marvellously 
pious, humane, aijid singleminded man. We 
must say of him, as bluff King Hall said of his 
ancestor of old, when he overthrew his an- 
tagonists in the solemn triumph held at West- 
minster in 1540. ' Formerly thou wast my 
Dick — hereafter thou shalt be my dia- 
mond.' " 

" The Lord General'iB piety none can doubt ; 
and the royalists should at least hold him in 
some slight esteem for his share in the general 
amnesty," replied Fitzmaurice warmly, chafing 
at the ironical praises bestowed on one whom 
he had been early taught to honor and respect, 
perhaps more highly thdn he merited. 

^^ Oh I high thanks for the amnesty. But 
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is a slight esteem for his share in procuring it^ 
all he will require at the hands of the* Royal- 
ists ? If report speaks true^ and Edmund 
Ludlow and Hugh Peters know aught of the 
human heart, and they are oounted so to do, 
then doth the Lord Greneral aflPect some of the 
modes and manners of majesty." 

^^ It is an idle and malicious report, Captain 
Tooker. His Excellency attributes his late 
important victory, as pious men should, to the 
mercy of the Most Hi^, and holds himself in 
no greater estimation than before." 

" Ah ! this may be in his dispatches ; — ^but 
hast thou seen him since his solemn entry into 
London, in a coach of state, attended by the 
speaker, members of parliament, and all the 
civic dignitaries, who went out to Acton to meet 
him?" 

'^ I have not seen his Excellency since the 
sixth day after the fight at Woroester." 

" Indeed ! Nor read the account of this 
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asdd goi^eouB entfy in Marohamont NeedhamV, 
Mercuriua PoIitiou8 ? Ah I then thou know* 
e$t nothing of the present views of the ' Lord 
of the Fens,' who, as his Chaplain Hugh Peters 
thinks, would fain change this title for that of 
King of England." 

" I will npt believe a word of it," exclaimed 
Fitzmaurice indignantly. 

** Why it doth seem strange that red nosed 
Noll, as soni^e irreverently term him, the son of 
a brewer, in. a country town, should ever aspire 
to the kingly dignity ; but, as the pious Hugh 
Petera saith in, his discourses: — Hhe Lord 
leadeth his people through the wilderness 
crinkeldom cum crankeldom.' "* 

*^ The Lord's leading his ^^ople through the 
wilderness is- not a subject for levity," observed 
Fitzmaurice reprovingly ; " and the General is 
not one to be tenjpted by the gauds of earth." 

* Hugh Peters* oyfn Tiords. 
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^^ Of a surety not ; as the parliament hath 
shown that it believes^ by assigning him such 
large estates in Hampshire and elsewhere." 

** The Lord Cromwell merits much at the 
hands of his countrypien: he is an upright 
patriot — a kind^ and indulgent husband and 
father/' 

" Of a certainty ; and the purity of his early 
life should be held up as a model for the rising 
youth of the commonwealth.". 

^^ It were the part of an insensate idiot to 
credit all the malicious tales spread abroad of 
the Lord Cromwell by his enemies ; and if he 
erred in the matter of gambling in his youth, 
he afterwards repaired the wrong by restoring 
the money won, which few but himself would 
have done," replied Fitzmaurice still more 
warmly. "The strict opinions of his later 
years have made him speak more hardly of any 
youthful indiscretions than others would be 
justified in doing ; and, for the matter of the 
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brewery, you must yourself know him to be 
descended from the Stuart family. 

" Yes, rivals in birth as in power ; con- 
quering and shedding the blood of Charles 
in their encounter as boys, and conquer- 
ing and shedding his blood in their encoun- 
ter as men.* Was not his future dignity 
prefigured by this^ as well as by the monkey's 
bearing him off to the top of the house when 
a child, and bringing him back unharmed? 
Ay ; and by the vision too related by Doctor 
Bates to Sir Philip Warwick, Vhen one not 
of this earth came to the humble minded 
youth, as he was lying on his bed in the 
day time, t^Aing him that he should be the 
greatest man in England ?" 

" That is he already ; whether predicted by 
monkey or spirit it matters not ; and there is 



* Some say that Charles and Cromwell fought as boys at 
Hitchinbroke, but this is very doubtful. 
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no power or office however high that he wotiM 
not exercise with justice and dignity, for his is 
a mind equal to all circumstances; but that he 
aims at the kingly name I will not credit.'' 

" Nay, Captain Fitzmaurice, I would lay 
no bonds on your belief, and only report the 
opinions of Edmund Ludlow and Hugh Peters. 
Of the dignity with which he would support 
any rank however elevated, his polished man- 
ners, and the grace with which he marked 
Henry Marten's face with ink when the members 
of the high court were assembled in the painted 
chamber to sign the warrant for the Bang's 
execution; as w^ell as his skill in throwing 
cushions, witness his late encounter at that sport 
with Ludlow, will be considered sufficient 
proof." 

" I doubt the truth of both these idle tales," 
exclaimed the vexed and indignant Fitzmaurice 
irritated almost beyond endurance by the super- 
cilious tone and caustic irony of Tooker, who 
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evidently triumphed in his annoyance and en- 
creasing wannth, whilst he himself maintained 
an appearance of the most perfect coolness. 
^^ I do not understand your purpose in thus 
stringmg together the malicious inuendoes and 
wicked fidsehoods of the evil minded enemies 
of the Lord General, though doubtless you 
have one satisfactory to your own conscience ; 
but this I will say, that were he the base- 
minded tyrant which the royalists assert him to 
be, they dared n<^ hold the language that they 
do. He is a skilful general and a wondrous 
man." 

" A very skilful general ; and most wondrous 
man,'' chimed in the cautious Warren, who had 
been enduring agonies at the late conversation 
between his guests, fearing that his presence at 
such speeches might be reported, and bring 
him into peril, yet unable before to gather 
courage to put in a word that might change the 
subject. ** Is the crop of apples good in Wor- 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



96 THE SECRET FOfi. 

cestershire this season. Captain Fitzmaurice ?" 
he continued hastily, lest ta more dangerous 
topic should be intfoducedv 

" So I was told,** replied Fitzmaurice with 
a smile, perceiving the ^speaker's drift and amu- 
sed at his mal-a-droit mfethod of affecting his 
purpose. " But I cannot vouch for the 
fact from my own knowledge, having been 
otherwise occupied." 

" Doubtless in seeking for the man, Charles 
Stuart," observed Captain ToQker in the same 
cold, galling, ironical tone as before, feeling no 
pity for his host's apprehensions, and resolved, 
as Fitzmaurice began to suspect, to make the 
young parliamentarian hateful to Mistress 
Edith Ellerslie, whose sympathies had ever 
been with the royalists. 

" Bather practising patience in a sick room," 
he. answered coldly. 

** From the effects of your gallantry and 
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zeal I doubt not in the Add at Worcester ; but 
it would be unreasonable to repine at this, 
since such suffering will win you the regard of 
all the puritanical maidens in the country," 

" I am not ambitious of that honor," replied 
Fitzmaurice, biting his lip in vexation, and 
with the greatest difficulty restraining his anger 
from breaking forth, 

*^ Nay, say not any t^ing so ungallant, Caj)- 
tain Fitzmaurice ; I spoke not of the high-bom 
maidens of royalist parentage ; they could not 
be expected to behold with favor him, who 
crossed swords with the son of the King for 
whom their kinsmen bled. By the way, there 
are many reports concerning this said son — the 
King of Scots as some call him. Bells were 
rung and bonfires lit at a village in Somerset- 
shire, as I understand, in honor of his death, a 
trooper passing through having asserted that 
he slew him with his own hand, whilst others 
maintain that he is concealed in London ; and 

VOL. L F 
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otherB again that he has quitted the kingdom. 
To which of these opinions do you incline, is 
you doubtless must be better informed in. these 
matters than us poor suspected royalists ?^ 

" I should incline to the latter belief; but it 
is only a belief, since I know nothing — indeed 
have heM*d nothing from good authority for 
many days. The prisoners taken after tlie 
battle having purposely kept themselves ignorant 
of Charles Stuart's course, lest, in their terror, 
they should betray him." 

" It were a pity that he should have left the 
kingdom, since that would deprive Captain 
Fitzmaurice of the honor of becoming his 
captor." 

" That is an honor which I do not desire ; 
there is a vast diiFerence between engaging with 
an enemy at the head of a gallant army, and 
seizing a lonely fugitive." 

" Nay, but as a friend of the Lord General's 
— an oflScer in the pay of the Commonwealth — 
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you would rejmoe in doing both such a good 
service ; you could not do otherwise." 

" I truet I should do my duty. Captain 
Toofcer, under any circumstances into which I 
might chance to be thrown." 

" Surely you would not deliver up a con- 
quered foe — a wretched fugitive to the fury of 
his enemies ?" exclaimed Edith Ellerslie, speak- 
ing with a trembling eagerness that {uroved her 
heart was in the question^ and for the first 
time raising her earnest, pleading eyes to the 
face of Fitzmaurice. 

The young soldier perceived the dilemma 
into which the art, as he deemed it, of h]# 
rival had drawn him* He knew it was a 
subject on which Edith felt strongly ; and it 
was with some hesitation that he replied : — 

''Mistress Edith Ellerslie, I trust, knows 
enough of me to believe that I would never' 
prove an ungenerous foe, nor triumph over 

F 3 
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the unfortunate; but if called on to act a 
soldier's part I must obey." 

" A thousand pounds is not to be won every 
day,"* remarked Captain Tooter ironically, 
whilst Edith turned away with a look of regret, 
and a deep sigh. 

" I am not to be bribed- to the performance 
of my duty," exclaimed Fitzmaurice loftily. 
« And if—" 

" Pardon me, young gentleman, if as your 
host and friend, I venture to call your consider- 
ation to the imprudence of holding discourse on 
sucK subjects in these critical times," observed 
the terrified Warren in a deprecating tone, fear- 
ful of a quarrel between his guests — fearful of 
their conversation being overheard and reported 
— ^and frightened at his own temerity in inter- 
fering. '^ I pray you to talk on other matters." 

• The sum offered by the Parliament for the apprehenbion 
of Charles Stuart. 
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** On any subject you please ; I bow to your 
wishes," replied Captain Tooker politely, though 
a contemptuous smile was on his lip. 

Fitzmaurice too highly chafed to trust him- 
self with words, merely bowed his assent to the 
wish of his host. 

The party had now reached the house, and 
there was a general halt. The timid Warren 
looked at Fitzmaurice with a look that said 
m6re plainly than he intended, " I wish you 
would gol" but Fitzmaurice seemed resolute 
in his determination to remain; so after ex- 
changing a piteous glance with his sister he 
gave him a cold invitation to enter. *To offend 
the friend of the Lord General, whom he had 
thanked for his services, and presented with a 
valuable horse, was not to be thought of. The 
remarks of Captain Tooker appeared to have 
had a different effect on the uncle and niece. 

The entrance hall was of tolerable size, with 
the kitchen on one side, and dining and drawing 
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room on the otheiT) looking into the garden ; 
and as they passed the open door of the former 
apartment) Fitzmanrice saw that all needful 
preparations were made for dinner, which, in 
those primitive days, took place not long after 
the hour of mid-day., 

" He must ask me to stay, however churlish ; 
and then I may gain five minutes, speech with 
Edith," was the young soldier's thought, as he 
crossed the hail to. the drawing room. " We 
may never meet again," he added with a 
sigh. 

" You have a pretty quiet hok out here> 
sir," remafked Fitzmaurice, hoping thus to 
propitiate his host, approaching the window 
instead of taking the seat which had been left 
for him betwe^a that host, and his formal 
looking sister^ 

" I feel flattered by your aipprobation," re- 
plied the owner of the mansion, showing little 
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pleasure in his maimer however, at the' stran- 
ger's praise; 

Before one of the windows extended a broad 
gravel walk, then a far broader grassplot, flank- 
ed by a wall towards the road ; and a liae of 
espalier pear trees and a larg'e square pigeon 
house on the other ; whilst the view was termi- 
nated in front by two large clumps of laurel so 
trained as to leave an arched way between, 
behind which appeared a flourishing young 
cedar of Lebanon. 

Fitzmaurice praised the clumps — the cedar 
— the pear trees — ay, even, the greensward and 
pigeon house, but his host's replies were little 
more than monosyllables, and he could not 
flatter himself that he made any way in his 
good graces. He turned to the other window. 
That looked out on a small flower garden with 
a. sun dial in the centre ; but he saw little of 
what was without, for close beside this window 
sat Edith EUerslie, bonding over a piece of 
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embroidery* At the moment lie approached 
her a servant entered with a message which not 
only fixed the attention of the rest of the party, 
but even induced them to quit the room. 

He had not heiurd one word of the message 
— ^he only knew that he was alone with Edith ; 
and with the quickness of one skilled in mili- 
tary tactics availed himself of the favorable 
opportunity, yet with the timidity of true love, 
speaking first of another, ere he touched on his 
own pained feelings. 

" Have you heard lately of your cou^. 
Major Ellerslie?" he asked in a low voice, 
bending down to catch her answer, or a better 
view of that sweet, intelligent face. 

She looked up for an instant with an ex- 
pression in which surprise, and some other 
feeling, which he could not comprehend, seemed 
mingled, whilst a bright glow like the flashing 
of a torch athwart an alabaster statue shot 
across her features, lending a momentary fire to 
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her soft, dark eye; then, bending still lower 
over her work, though her trembling fingera 
refused to guide the needle, she answered 
hurriedly but coldly : — 

" He is well and safe : — quite safe, I tmst." 

*^ In what have I offended you that we meet 
thus?" enquired Fitzmaurice reproachfully. 
^ It was not thus we parted." 

" I am grieved," she began in faltering 
accents, and then paused., 

Fitzmaurice woiJd have given all he had in 
the world, which was not much to be sure, to 
have heard the conclusion of that sentence i-— 
but it was not to. be. Ere she could utter 
another word the rest of the party had re- 
turned to the room, and her aunt, declaring 
that her presence was needed, bore her off as 
the young soldier iJiought in triumph. 

As she had not bade him adieu, he sat on 
for some time in the hope of her return, striv- 
ing to keep up a conyersatioii with his heat, 
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who sometimes answered to tke pointy and 
sometimes did not answer at all ; whilst Cap- 
tain Tooker sat silent and obsenrant, with a 
look of malicious triumph that was particularly 
annoying to Fitzmaurice^ 

He asked the histories of some old family 
paintings that adorned the walls-stalked of the 
fame acquired by Mister Warren*s greyhound* 
— in short tried every subject which he thought 
most likely to please his host ; but aU in vain. 
The host declared himself flattered by his 
remarks — the servants were heard passing 
through th*Q hall — ^the steqtm of rich viands 
came across this hall from, the kitchen, an- 
nouncing thg.t the midday meal was prepared 'r 
yet still he was not asked to partake of it ; and 
it was evident froip his host's manigier that he 
would not be asked^ aijd, worst of gtU, Edith 
Ellerslie did not retuni i so^ after a wliile, he 
was obliged to depart> escorted to the door by 
his bowing host, who spoke very politely, and 
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looked very rudely, inasmuch as his counte- 
nance showed a most decided pleasure at get- 
ting quit of his guest. 

" Ride on, and bid them get dinner ready 
against my arrival," said Fitzmaurice to his 
servant, as they mounted the rising ground 
above the village. 

** They are quick hands at the * Lord Gene- 
ral,' sir, and need but a few minutes to pre- 
I)are a repast. Had I not better abide with 
you, lest you lose your way ?'* 

" I were a fool to do that, when I have but 
to look on the windings of the Avon, and 
follow its course as I best may. And if time 
to prepare me a repast were needed in the 
mornings it must be needed in the afternoon^ 
The air on this open down brings appetite^^ 
ride on with speed!. I shall -proceed mow 
leisurely." 

His master's tone was too preremptory to 
admit of further remonatranoe ; so. David. 
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Frewen wae obliged to submit though reluc- 
tantly. 

" That knave would not only watch my ac- 
tions, but read my thoughts if he could. Is 
this only from an insatiate curiosity^ and the 
wish to thrust himself into my confidence, and 
make himself thus a needful appendage; or 
doth he play the spy for others ? I marked his 
look as he held my horse, so shrewd and 
searching, with such a spice of malice. That 
woman's warning shall be kept in mind>" 
thought the young soldier, with a gathering 
frown-rra frown that passed not from his brow, 
when he thought on the demeanour of those 
whom he had so lately quitted^ " A cautious, 
iixmd, and base-minded coward, and a royalist at 
heart, if I guess rightly ; yet ready to cringe 
to CroBiwell,. or the ParBament. He hates 
and dreads me, and yet would fain have flatter- 
ed me, as the Lord General's friend.. Pah! 
out on the mean-minded slave. I would never 
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put foot within his thre^old again, an it were 
not for the sake of hia fair niece. He would 
not even offer the poor hospitality of a seat at 
his mid-day meal, though he must have guessed 
my purpose in. staying. Ay ! tliat was it ; he 
favora that insolent royalist — he would have a 
richer bridegroom for his lovely kinswoman. 
And I was ohliged to. leave my rival there, to 
ui-ge his suit.. The proud, supercilious cavalier ! 
I marked his tone of haughty superiority — ^the 
sneer of triimiph on his curled lip— the malici- 
ous skill with which he brought forward all 
that his enemies can bring f(»rward against the 
victorious Cromwell — his galling comments, so 
worded as to chafe, yet scarcely justify a quar- 
rel. He was bold to talk thus, and might 
suffer xjrere his discourse repeated ; but I am 
no spy or tale-bearer, and this he knew. We 
may meet again. He sought to make me hate- 
ful in Edith's eyes, and it was a hard task to 
curb my temper. And Edith herself— is she 
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false, or true-hearted? doth she love him? — 
will she wed him for his gold ? She is paler and 
thimier than when we parted some weeks since, 
and there is a shade of care on her open brow ; 
and no smile on her merry lip. She would not 
speak to me — she would not look at me — she 
would not bid me welcome ; and yet her cousin 
assured me of her regard ; and she listened to 
my suit without displeasure, as I deemed, 
though a sudden interruption checked reply, 
and my call to Scotland left me no time for 
further wooing. Surely her first glance to-day 
too was one of joyful surprise, though it passed 
on the instant ; but when I asked of her cousin 
she showed wonder^ and fear, or disgust Did 
I deserve no thanks for saving his life, at the 
peril of my own, by providing him with the 
means of escape^ though a red-hot royaUst ever 
ready to draw sword against the Lord General 
and the Conimonwealth? and aljL for her sake 
too, for he frowned on my hopes, deexping iftc 



Digitized by CiOCTglC 



THB SECRET FOE. Ill 

presumptuous, and showing dislike in word and 
manner. 

" Is this of her own free will, or is she con- 
strsdned by the mean spirits around her ? I will 
learn this — ^I will speak to her alone ; and then 
shape my course accordingly. No obstacles 
shall deter me from obtaining an explanation ; 
— she shall hear me — I will not leave this 
neighbourhood till this is accomplished, let that 
woman advise as she will. Ay, that woman ! 
sane or insane she knew more than I deemed. 
I would see her again — ^I would leam more," 
and touching his horse with the spur, he gallop^ 
ed on to the spot where he had encountered 
the mysterious stranger. 

She was no where to be seen ; she might 
have gone to the north — she might have gone 
to the south, east, or west ; he had no clue to 
track her wanderings. Or if he could — what 
then ? Supposing her mad, he could not rely 
on what she might tell — and supposing her not 
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mad, she would keep to ker resolution not to 
tell more than she had done already. She had 
gone her way — he must go his. 

" What a noise those larks are making ! 
what renders them so gay this morning ?" he 
muttered totally forgetful of his former admira- 
tion of their thrilling melody,, again setting 
spurs to his spiriised horse,, and careering over 
the velvet down like a madman — or a lover. 

" So Captain Fitzmaurice calls that proceed- 
ing at his leisure," grumbled the discontented 
David Frewen, who, sheltered from observation 
by the comer of the plantatioUi, was watching 
the young soldier's movements. " It is to be 
hoped, young master, that you will ride off' your 
ill-humour — a baited bear could scarcely be in 
a worse temper.. You were no welcome guest, 
as I opine ; and according to miserly Mister 
Warren's serviug man, you may go whistle 
for your bride. * Whistle ; and see if she will 
qome to thee !' She shows a wise judgixient to 
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my mind, in preferring a full pocket to an 
empty one." * 

It id to be presumed that Fitzmaurice did 
ride oiT some, if not all his ill-humour, as he 
found no fault with the viands placed before 
him though he showed little of the appetite of 
which be had spoken in discussing them. 
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CHAPTER IIL 



The second day after his first visit saw Fitz- 
maurice at the door of Bulford House resolved 
to perpetrate a second ; and accompanied as be- 
fore by David Frewen, not from any predilec- 
tion that his master entertained for his society, 
but simply because he was the bearer of a 
flower, which his master's late woimd prevented 
him from bearing Iiimself. 

Orange trees though introduced into Eng- 
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land, aooording to Evelyn, in 1580, being first 
planted at Beddington, the seat of the Carews, 
were still rarities; and FitsBmaurice had gal- 
loped over half the county the day before to 
procure a plant for Edith, who had expressed a 
wish to possess one when they had met at her 
oousin's house in Worcestershire. The flower 
he thought would serve as an excuse to the 
Warrens for this second visit, so speedily suc- 
ceeding the first ; and should he fail in his hope 
of obtaining a private conference, her mode of 
accepting or declining his offering would, he 
thought, enable him to form a tolerably cor- 
rect judgment as to her feelings. 

Bidding David stand back with the horses, 
he advanced to the door, and was on the point 
of raising the massive knocker, when his pur- 
pose was arrested by sounds proceeding from 
the dining apartment, which, as we have al- 
ready said, was situated to the right of the 
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hall, and had one window looking out to the 
front. 

A few chords were struck — then a female 
voice was heard mingling with the low tones of 
a lute, a voice so soft, so rich, so clear, that 
every note was distinctly heard and the delight 
ed listener could distinguish every word of the 
following song, the better from the hall win- 
dows being partly open. 



The night wind is sighing^— 

Soft echoes reply ; 
The white clouds are dying, 

Athwart the grey Ay ; 
The moon in her splendour, 

Looks down on the earth.; 
The stars that attend her, 

Shine bright in their mirth. 

And now within the belted ring, 
The Fairies hold their court ; 

And maiden who pure heart can bring, 
May fearless join their sport. 
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Tke light through boughs glancing. 

Plays over the green, 
Where fairy elves dandng, 

Encircle their Queen ; 
And there with heart beating. 

Stands maiden so fair. 
To grace their gay meeting. 

And win her fond pray Y. 

And now within the belted ring, 

The Fairies ply their task ; 
And maiden who bold heart can bring, 

May win whate'er she ask. 



" Wliere rich gems are gleaming. 

There sorrow may sigh ; 
Where bright eyes are beaming. 

The false tongue may lie, 
Ihen give me not splendour. 

Nor beauty, nor gold ; 
But heart high and tender. 

That ne'er shall grow cold.*' 

And now within the belted ring. 

The fairy sport is done ; 
And she who there pure mind could bring. 

Her heart's fond prayY hath won." 



The abo\e words have been set to a charming melody, and 
the music can be had of all music*seUers. 
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There was no miHtiikixig those witching 
tones: once heard they could never be for- 
gotten^ at least by a lover ; besides it was the 
last song that Edith Ellerslie had sung to 
Maurice Fitzmaurice at their last meeting. 

Though he had trod lightly on the green- 
sward before the house, instead of keeping to 
the gravelled drive, had she heard and re- 
.pognised his step? A thrill of pleasure shot 
through his frame ; and he was on the point of 
repeating the last few lines, as he had often done 
before, when his purpose was forestalled ; and 
the closing strain was taken up by a full, manly 
voice. He listened eagerly, pantingly, even 
some moments after the singer had ceased ; and 
then these words fell on his quickened ear. 

•* Thanks 1 thanks ! a thousand thanks ! fair 
Edith. Now were I an absolute monarch ; I 
would issue my commands that no other ears 
should be blessed with that witching melody. 
It should be mine, and mine alone." 
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He Wfts not mistaken — ^his jealous suspicions 
were confirmed ; — ^the voice, was the voice of 
his hated rival, the wealthy, the handsome, the 
courted Edward Tooker ; and nearly such had 
been his own wofds when Bdith had .last sung 
that song ; and her blushing silence had seemed 
to say that the strain should be counted his, 
and his alone : and yet now he heard her with 
his own ears singing that very song to another 
— to his rival I — ^and that too when she knew, 
that he was near ; and as he had proved by his 
manner two days since— unchanged. She was 
false ! she was faithless I he could not be 
deceived! Should he depart without making 
an effort to see her, or should he burst in upon 
her, and overwhehn her with his looks, if not 
with his words ? 

There was a minute's struggle ; and then he 
decided on the latter. He had resolved not to 
leave the country without seeing her again, and 
even what he liad just heard should not induce 
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him to break his resolution ; besides, the eyes 
of his prying servant were on him, and to 
return without even endeavouring to obtain 
admittance would make him the subject of that 
worthy's comments. 

His knock was the knock of one in anger — 
quick, short, and loud. 

"Is Mistress Edith Ellerslie witliin ?" he 
asked abruptly, as the same, slow, cautious, 
unknowing looking domestic, whom he had 
seen before, appeared at the door. 

" No, sir ; she is not," replied the servant, 
with an innocent gravity, that would have won 
him credit even in theee days of * at home ' 
denying perfectability.- 

" Are you sure ? Go in and enquire ; and 
say that Captain Fitzmaurice prays five 
minute's conversation with Mistress Edith 
Ellerslie to deliver a flower/ and a message," 
said the lover sternly, striving to master his 
emotion. 
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The man after a momentary hesitation de- 
parted—he dared not disobey a command so 
uttered ; but as if fearful that the visitor might 
force an entrtoce during his absence^ be closed 
the door in that visitor's face, who marked the 
impertinence, though he made no remark. 
' He heard the jnan cross the hall towards the 
door of the room whence the song had pro- 
ceeded — ^he heard him enter — ^he heard a mur- 
mur of voices, though he could catch no word 
distinctly, closed by the galling laugh of his 
rival — ^then the man returned, and repeated 
with the same imjperturbable shamelessness as 
before — " Mistress Edith Ellerslie is not ^t 
home, sir.*' 

Fitzmaurice uttered no word of wrath, but 
he leant against the wall for support, uncon- 
scious that he was trembling in every limb, till 
the domestic roused him by asking if he was 
ill, and offering to t&ke the flower, 

*^ No : well — ^^quite well 1" repli^ Fitz- 

voL I. a 
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maurice^ controlling his emotion by a powerful 
effort, though his ashy cheek belied the asser- 
tion. 

His first impulse was to dash the flower to 
the earth, but, after a moment's conmderation, 
he placed it in the servant's hand, and siud : — 
" Give this to Mistress Edith EUerslie; and 
say it is thus that I keep my promises." 

Then striding towards the gate, he sprang on 
his horse, and heedless of which course he 
took, dashed through the village, and out on 
the downs beyond, never sladcening his pace 
till the panting of his steed reminded him of 
the cruelty of urging a gallant animal beyond 
its strength, in the vain endeavour to calm his 
restless fury by rapid movement 

He pulled up on the instant, and patted his 
horse's neck with a look of mingled bitterness 
and Icindness ; which seemed to say — woman 
has deceived me — ^be you true j then turning 
to David he bade him as before return to 
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Amesbury, as he needed not his attendance, 
whilst merely riding on the down, 

" I would be alone — I woidd have no eye 
upon me," was his thought. 

" Ah ! this comes of being a lover," mut- 
tered David to himself, glancing over his 
shoulder at his master as he rode off. " There 
he sits like a living corpse, letting the horse go 
where he likes, and eat as he wilL My doublet 
to a pedlar's hose he will snatch up the reins 
in a minute, and tear across the plain like a 
mad bull, just as he did but now ; not heeding 
which way he went, out of the village, so 
coming forth at this end instead of the other. 
It is to be hoped the horse's nose wont be 
set towards Beacon Hill, or up he will make 
him go to a certainty, if he can — ^right-a-head 
— no matter where. Wrong-a-head it should 
be. As well serve a-will-o'-the-wisp 1 I warrant 
I could have got him speech of the lady, but 
when folks are too proud to ask those to help 
Q 3 
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them who can, they may stick in the bog for 
aught I care ; unless it would be to my advan- 
tage to pull them out. Mayhap, in his tan- 
trums, he may wish to be off at once back to 
the army ; and that wont suit me. He would 
dismiss me then, and I should lose my wages 
from hbn and from others. Besides, it is good 
quarters at the Lord General — ^pleasant com- 
pany — and* — ^Yea, yes ; I must cozen him into^ 
staying — ^have another talk with the lady's tire- 
woman; and hint that the maiden hath one 
tongue in public and another in private. It 
shall be done ! he must ^bide here some days 
longer at the least." 

So away went David Frewen back to Ames- 
bury, leaving his chafed master to career about 
the plain as he pleased, a privilege which that 
master exercised pretty freely. It was late in 
the day when Maurice returned tohisBostel; and 
the cloud was still so heavy on his brow, that 
his cautious serving man thought it most pru- 
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dent not to speak but when spoken to, whicli 
waa rarely. 

David Frewen's last hope, ere he closed his 
eyes, that his master would wake in better 
humour on f he morrow, was only realized in 
part Fitzmaurice was gloomy and restless — 
discontented with himself and all around him. 
The breakfast was sent away almost untouched, 
and too miserable to remain in one place, he 
hurried out into the air, sauntering about till 
driven in by the rain. 

" You will not want your horse I suppose, 
sir, to-day," said David Frewen, entering his 
master's room soon after his return from his 
imsatisfactory ramble. 

" Yes ; bring it out directly," replied Fitz- 
maurice, roused by the question from a deep 
Teverie. 

" It is raining a little, sir," observed David 
quietly. 

" Why don't you speak the truth like an 
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honest Englishman, and say that it is raining 
very hard?" replied Fita^naurice sharply, vexed 
at the tone in which the man's observation had 
been made, and vexed at this proof of his own 
absence of mind. In truth the rain was pour- 
ing down in torrents, as any one must have 
heard and seen, save one stone deaf and stone 
blind — or a lover. 

" I thought you might have some particular 
business to take you out, sir," replied the 
rebuked domestic submissively. 

"You are mistaken;, I have no particular 
business to take me out. I came hither for 
change of air, and it would little advantage my 
health to ride forth in such a pelting storm 
as this." 

" Most assuredly not, sir ; only I thought — " 

" I think for myself," observed Fitaanaurice 
interrupting him ; and then, as if to turn the 
conversation, he asked abruptly : " With whom 
were you talking this morning ?" 
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" Oh ! sir, I have been talking with a great 
many this morning. It is marvellous how many 
come to ask me after my gallant young master, 
who is the Lord General's friend, and fought so 
bravely at Worcester, wounding the man 
Cliarles Stuart, with his own hand." 

'^ I have told you more than once that I did 
no such thing,'' remarked Fitemaurice impati- 
ently, annoyed that such a report should have 
got abroad, both from its being untrue, and 
little likely to advance him in Edith's favor, 
though for this last he now tried to persuade 
himself he cared not. " With whom were you 
talking this morning in the lane to the west of 
the town?" he asked again, not turned from his 
purpose by the flattery of his serving man — 
crafty flattery as he deemed it 

" I talked with two or three there, sir; for 
every one comes to ask me questions about my 
master ; I really cannot do my work for them. 
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One was James Minchm the saddler, about 
your saddle, sir^'* 

" I mean the dark man with the green 
doublet, who turned into the red house as I 
a;pproached.'* 

** That, sir, oh I that must have been John 
Swinfen the tailor — or — ^^■ 

" The same man with whom you were con- 
versing yesterday in the churoh^yard, a^ I passed 
by. Give a plain answer^^no prevarication." 

" Prevaricate indeed, sir; I should not think 
of such a things why from my youth up I 
have always been called honest David." 

" And plain spoken David too I suppose," 
observed his master ironically. ** Who was 
that man? Give me a direct answer without 
taking more time; your sharp wit should have 
invented not only a name, but a story ere 
now." 

" There is no need of invention, sir ; but 
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when one talks to a hundred persons in a day, 
it ain't possible to remember all their names in 
a minute. It must have been Richard Hooper, 
sir, I should think,, by what you say.. You are 
sure he wore a green doublet ?" 

*^ Quite sure!" replied Fitzmaurice drily. 
" And what may you think," he continued, 
laying a stress on the word think, " is the pro- 
fession of your friend Master Richard Hooper? 
and how long hath he been here?'' 

" I think, sir, he said he had been^ soldier, 
fighting for tiie good cause; and was now 
settled somewhere hereabouts on accoimt of a 
wound he got at Naseby." 

" So you really think all this? And how 
long doth he intend to. abide here?" 

" Of that, sir, I know naught: seeing that I 
never meddle with matters which, do not con7 
cem me." 

" See that thou dost not; at least as far as I 

am concerned," observed his master signifir. 
o 5 
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cantly. ^^ And what honest. caQii^ may thy 
honest friend be ptirsuing ixow, dost thou 
think?" 

*' Of a surety »r, I cannot tell^ since he is sl^ 
a stranger to. me ; but his words are the words 
of a pious man^ who would wait for his provi-r 
sion in due season, having profited much when 
fighting for the good cause under the godly 
ministry of the gifted Master Hugh Peters, 
the chaplain to his Excellency the Lord 
General." 

" And it was of tiiis profiting doubtless tliat 
you and he were discoursing when I saw you 
together," 

" Of a siu^ty, sir; he was recounting with 
pious gratitude the gracious pourings forth — " 

" Was he not rather asking of thy gallant 
young master, who behaved so bravely at 
Worcester?" said Fitzmaurice interrupting him, , 
adding in a Commanding tone : *^ Bring not a 
heavier judgment on thy misdeeds by mocking 
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the words of the righteous. If the evil doer be 
thrown into the fiery furnace, it shall be heated 
ten times hotter for the hypocrite. Get every 
thing ready, in case it should be my pleasure to 
depart to-morrow. Leave me." 

The command was obeyed on the instant, 
David Prcwen for once seeming rather abashed; 
but the little grey eye looked as shrewd and 
cunning ae. ever, whilst waiting on his master 
at the mid-day meaU 

** If you needed not my services this after- 
noon^ sir, I should be glad of permission to 
absent myself for a short time,'* began the do- 
mestic with his accustomed slowness of tone^ 
fidgeting about after the cloth had been re- 
moved. 

" What to converse about the pious ministry 
of Agister Hugh Peters with your virtuous 
friend called Richard Hooper?" asked Fitz- 
maurioe interrupting him. " It raineth a littlej^" 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



132 THE SECRET FOE.. 

p(Hiiting ^itb a. lialf smile to the window, 
against which tbe hail. w&<s driving harti 

" Of a. verityj, sir, it i^ not a day wh^li one 
would go abroad of one's own free will ; but 
when there is a female in the way—" 

" Why jon would put her out of the way, 
and lead her wrong,. Is that what you mean? 
Well,, thou art sa^fe thyself — ^not even a woman 
can deceive thee,, howey^i: slie may be able to 
delude others," he added bitterly, " Be off if 
thou wilt*. Who is the damsel for whom, thou 
wouldst brave such a pelting rain? She hath 
gold, I concl^de : tho^ art not to be tempted 
by dught else^" 

" $he hatfe a bright eye, a .red lip, and is of 
a merry humour ; yet would I rather have done 
her bidding on a fairer day ;. but since I depart 
on the morrow I must goto her this a|iernoon, 
sl^e sends word, seeing that she cannot leave her 
mistress, who hath been ailing since yesterday; 
not even to come over to see her cousin." 
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**What mistress? Who is the damsel?*' 
questaoned his master eagerly. 

" Pretty Mary Love, the tirewoman of Mis- 
tress Edith Ellerslie, so please you, sir," replied 
the serving maii With mock humility. 

'' Is Mistress Edith ill?" questioned Fitz- 
maurice still more eagerly.. 

*^ So it appeareth,. sir ; ailing since yesterday, 
some time in the afternoon. She is too ill to 
admit any one, it is said„ which is doubtless the 
reason why she saw you not" 

Fitzmaurice writhed under this last remark ; 
but answered only to the former part of his 
servant's reply. 

" If so stands the case, away on the instant : 
— take a horse — ^make no. delay,, and bring me 
word speedily how the lady is. Bear me good » 
tidings within the hour, and you- shall have a 
gold piece as your guerdon," he exclaimed im- 
petuously, " Stay one instant !" he added as 
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David wafi leaving the' room in haste> and 
colouring deeply as he put the question. ^*'For 
what purpose think you doth the damsel wish 
your presence?" 

^^ She hath a quidc eye and a good taste^ an 
it please you, sir," replied the serving man with 
a look of the most consummate vanity. 

" Psha I" cried his master impatiently. Then 
after a moment's hesitation with a still deeper 
flush he said : — ^' Did she say aught from her 
mistress? Could she mean thee to be the 
bearer of any message ?" 

" I count it probable, sir ; but the pietty tire- 
woman is too discreet to say more than is need** 
ful : — ^she is wondrous prudent — ^for a woman !" 

" Away ! and look that you lose no time." 

" Trust me for that." 

Had Fitzmaurice caught sight of honest 
David' s face as he hurried from the room — 
marked his half smothered mirth, and heaxd 
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his half muttered— ^^^ we shall not leave Ames- 
bury to-morrow.''-^he i^ight Iwive doubted the 
wisdom of his late questions, and distrusted the 
faith of his ambassador. 

"Well, how is the lady?' questioned Fitz- 
maurice impatiently, as David entered his pre- 
sence three minutes smd a half within the 
hour. 

" Better : much better, sir : amended even 
during the few minutes that her waiting damsel 
spent in her presence, whilst I abided below. 
Sie hopes to walk abroad in a day or two; but, 
poor lady, I fear she hath not always her own 
will; but is somewhat hardly constrained by 
those around her.** 

" Wretches !" muttered the young soldier 
between his half closed teeth, his hand involun- 
tarily seeking the hilt of his sword, as if he 
would draw it in her defence, forgetfiil that she 
vWould most probably decline his championship. 
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" And she would plight her faith to Tooker to 
escape from this tyranny 1" he added bitterly, 
scarcely conscious that he spoke aloud. 

" If her damsel may be believed,, sir, she is 
still to be won ; and has not pledged her hand 
to her wealthy suitor." 

" Will you swear this ?" exclaimed the im- 
petuous lover. 

" Swear not at all ! saith piotis Master Truefit ; 
I, and poor sinner-—" 

" Thou art no fool, and to win my confidence 
must not show thyself too plainly a knave," 
exclaimed Fitzmaurice interrupting him. " Wilt 
thou vouch for the truth of this, I ask?" 

" I should be loath to vouch for the truth 
for any woman, but of a verity the damsel 
looked as if she meant what she said, though it 
is but rarely that damsels really do so ;" re- 
plied the serving man, imabashed by the rebuke, 
though he no longer spoke in the drawling. 
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snuffling tone, which was so disgusting to 
Fitzmaurice, as sounding like impious mock- 
ery. 

" The deceitful ever suspect deceit,'* observed 
his master drily. ^* Did you bear nothing ?" he 
added, not liking again to ask if he was the 
bearer of any message to himself. 

" Nothing worth recounting, sir ; save that 
if the pretty tirewoman speaketh truth, never 
was lady so good, so fair as Mistress Edith 
EllersUe ; nor one who would make a more 
gentle and loving bride. As I said before, she 
is so much amended this afternoon, that she 
hopeth to walk abroad in a few days. She hath 
a taste for lonely rambles, as I understand. I 
said nothing of your departure to-morrow, sir, 
thinking that you did not seem fixed on the 
journey, and fearing lost the lady should 
feel grieved at the thought that she might not 
be able to see and thank you for the flower, 
which is much prized it appeareth^ the kdy 
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keeping it in her own chamber, and watering it 
with her own hands." 

" You have done well, and not lacked speed 
or discretion," said his master, giving him the 
promised piece of money; and turning away 
lest he should read the emotions traced on his 
features. " Let my horse be ready to-morrow 
by ten ; I have business at Heytesbury that 
should have been attended to before ; but shall 
not need your attendance." 

" Now would my master ask a thousand 
questions if his pride would let him ; but since 
he will not trust me, he cannot say that I be- 
tray him," was the thought of honest David 
Frewen, as he proceeded towards the kitchen of 
the hostel, there to refresh himself after his 
quick ride. 

The very sagacious serving man was right : 
Fitzmaurice w^ould willingly have asked more 
than a thousand questions ; and was only re- 
strained from so doing by the delicate re- 
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spect that n^bgled with his warm regard for 
Edith EUcrsIie. To name her even to such a 
coarse and worldly-minded knave was little 
shprt of profanation. Besides — could he trust 
his intelligence ? Was she really constrained 
by those around her ? Was she still free to be 
his ? Were her words that she hoped to walk 
abroad in a few days intended to convey an 
intimation that he might join her in those 
walks? His heart beat wildly at the thought; 
—but how was this to be reconciled with the 
coldness of her reception--^her rather avoiding 
than seeking an explanation^ and her refusal to 
admit him. Then that song-^that hateful song I 
Her silver tones so soft, so clear, had been ring 
ing in his ears ever since, till the grating of a 
saw — the squalling of a cat, would have sounded 
to him more harmonious. Had she been merely 
passive in the matter of denying herself to be 
at home ? Even this would have been injustice 
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to his devoted affection so "openly declared at 
their last meeting ; and not disdained, if not 
accepted- 

Did she love him, or did she not? There 
was the riddle — and who was to solve it? 
Reason said, no ;7— affection said, yes. When 
did a lover submit to reason? The despair—^ 
the wrath of the previous day was gone ; again 
he hoped. He would solve the riddle, and learn 
the truth, let what would interpose. 

"I came with a peaceful heart," he continued, 
pursuing the same train of thought, " or if rest- 
less, it was the restlessness of hope," he added 
with a conscious blush, " And now, I have no 
peace — vio rest. The present painful ; and the 
past pressing on me with a harrowing earnest- 
ness ; a past so dim and shadowy as to seem 
but a dream — a, vision of some previous state of 
existence. Harsh looks and tones come rushing 
to my mind, striking my heart with a cold. 
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shuddering fear ; or it should seem the memory 
of a cold shuddering fear that filled me in my 
childish days. Yet never had I a stem look or 
unkind word from my generous protector. Sir 
Edward Ferringham, and surely when he found 
me I was too young to have remembered aught 
before. 

And with this dim remembrance, or misty 
vision, for it scarce seems more, has come a 
longing to know who I am !— and what I am — 
a passionate desire to claim kindred with some 
one on earth — a discontent with the same fate 
.which I held blest before ! I am not less grate- 
ful to Sir Edward, and yet now I pine for 
more than all his generoiis kindness can afford. 
I would form, one in a family — be one link of a 
loving chain ; and not a lonely, desolate item. 
Strange tlij|,t I never felt this sooner — or should 
feel it now. Is this a second state of being, as 
some think ; and do the loving memories of a 
former life come back to us at times, as the 
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sweet vision of some heavenly dream? The 
echo of some thrilling strain? But mine are 
never loving memories. Whence bom or 
wherefore come I cannot say. I bid them go, 
yet they will not depart ; but cling around me 
as an iron bond, chaining me down to earth 
when I would fain mount up on the bright 
wings of hope and joy. I know not why I am 
thus stirred against my will. 

And then the voice— the features of that 
man — ^that Bichard Hooper ! I cannot bring 
to mind that we have ever met bef^Mre ; and yet, 
shame on my hardihood, I shuddered as I looked . 
upon him ; and I have had his countenance be- 
fore me ever since. It was but a mere glimpse 
— a passing glance. I would have gazed more 
searchingly, but that he turned, not liking, as 
it seemed, to meet my eye. I doubt Ijjls honesty, 
and that of honest David Frewen, who could 
not quite conceal his confusion at my question. 

Well : but what though he be a knave, he 
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need not haunt me thus. Nor shall he either I 
Away with thy dark brow, and threatening 
look! Maurice Fitzmaurice fears thee not!" 
said the young soldier resolutely, compelling 
his attention to fix itself upon a book which lay 
on a table beside him. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



" My return is uncertain ; therefore be in wait- 
ing, though I may not be back till late," said 
Fitzmaurice to his servant on the succeeding 
morning, as he turned out of the hostel yard, 
taking the road to Heytesbury. 

" Ay, ay, very likely," muttered David with 
a knavish chuckle. " I thought we should not 
leave Amesbury to-day." 

If Fitzmaurice set off on the road to Heytes- 
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bury, it was not because he had resolved on 
pursuing that course, but in truth, because he 
was undecided what route to take. He bore a 
letter about him which he had promised to de- 
liver to a gentleman residing near that town ; 
but he could not make up his mind to deliver it 
that day. There was no speed required in the 
delivery ; and he had no fancy for a long ride 
on that particular mommg. Mistress Edith 
EUerslie hoped to walk abroad in the space of a 
day or two, yet there was little chance that she 
would be equal to the exertion on this forenoon, 
which was anything but suited to an invalid, 
and to call at the house on the plea of enquiring 
after her health was not to be thought of; still 
it would be a pleasure to look on the abode 
which she inhabited— to know — ^to feel that he 
was near her. Then came the suggestions of 
reason and prudence. David Frewen was so 
bent on remaining at Amesbury, why his mas- 
ter could not divine, that the truth of his asser- 

VOL. I. H 
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tions was scarcely to be relied on. The lady 
might not wish for a meeting, or if she did, to . 
linger about in the neighbourhood when she 
could not possibly come abroad was to raise 
suspicions in the minds of her harsh guardians, 
and enable them to disappoint his hopes, and 
prevent the much desired interview. 

Thus stood the for and against, and he was 
still irresolute, when, just as he had cleared the 
town, a ragged,, wild looking boy, who had 
been loitering as it seemed in mere idleness by 
the side of the plantation to his right, darting 
up to him placed a paper in his hands, and then 
darted away as suddenly, without uttering a 
single syllable. This piece of paper, small, and 
soiled, contained only the sentence, " Go — and 
be watchftiir traced either by an unskilful 
hand, or by one resolved to disguise his writing 
so that none should recognise the writer. 

Fitzmaurice looked round for the bearer of 
this note ; but he was nowhere to be seen. He 
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might speculate a& to who was the sender ; but 
could leaq^ nothing bj questioning the mes- 
senger. 

" Gol Yes I will go r he exclaimed^ whilst 
a bright glow came into his cheeks, and his 
eyes danced in light. 

Could he think that this soiled and crumpled 
paper, without seal, or direction :— this coarse, 
rude writing, could come from Edith Ellerslie ? 

Who shall say what a lover will, or will not 
think ? If geniuses must not • be judged by 
common rules — ^neither so should lovers. 

Quitting the road to Heytesbury, and tump- 
ing round the plantation to his right, he dashed 
across the plain towards Bulford, scarcely stay- 
ing his speed till he had nearly gained the 
hollow way leading down into the village; and 
here pulling up his horse he allowed it to walk 
leisurely on, that he might take some time for 
consideration. 

David had more than hinted the evening 
H 3 
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before tbat to call openly at Bulford House 
might embarrass^ and would be displeasing to 
Edith Ellerslie ; yet how was he otherwise to 
show his obedience to her laconic command^ if 
her conunand it might be counted? 

The writer of the note would doubtless pro- 
vide for this difficulty : — to be calm and quiet 
— ^ready to observe and act on any sign or 
word was therefore his most prudent plan.. At 
the end of the hollow way, just before reaching 
the bridge, and a few hundred yards from the 
river, stood a small hostel, shewing the neutral 
and general sign of * the Chequers,' bearing in 
front a board which proclaimed its master to be 
James Bimce, — " With good accommodation 
for man and horse." To judge from its appear* 
Auce, this accommodation would scarcely be as 
good as proclaimed; but Fitzmaurice at the 
moment thought little of eating, drinking, or 
shelter, though the rain was already sprinkling 
his horseman's cloak : he thought only of obey- 
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ing the command-^^ be watchful,' and therefore 
after a moment's hesitation acceded to the re- 
quest to alight of the civil, bustling landlord in 
whose manner he fancied a something signifi- 
cant. 

On the watch, as we have said, to mark 
every sign, and shape his course accordingly, he 
never considered that it might be the habit of 
the active host when not detained by customers 
within, to seek for customers without ; and that 
to ask a traveller to ent«r a hostel to escape a 
heavy shower was nothing uncommon, or par- 
ticular. 

A few minutes sufficed to establish Fitz- 
maurice in a small chamber fronting the river, 
and his horse in a dry, if not magnificent stable; 
and scarcely were steed and master under 
shelter ere the rain descended in torrents to the 
young soldier's great vexation, who considered 
this circumstance to be much against the hoped 
for meeting. 



Digitized by VjOQQIC 



150 THE SECRET FOE. 

Delicacy towards Edith prevented any very 
close questioning of his host ; but the answers 
of that host to the few questions on which he 
did venture, and his mysterious, consequential 
manner confirming his belief of his being an 
agent of Edith's he resolved, in compliance with 
the warm pressing of the landlord, to remain 
at the hostel for some hours at least, won the 
more easily to this compliance, by the fact that 
the window of his little room looked out not 
only on the road that led to Bulford great 
house, as the villagers called it; but also com- 
manded a view of the garden wall, and the iron 
gate at the extremity, which opened out close 
to the water's edge. 

Nothing could be more attentive and bustl- 
ing than the hospitable landlord — only too at- 
tentive and bustling:— entering the room every 
half hour to know if his guest was comfortable 
— ^if his guest found it dull — ^if his guest needed 
anything that the Chequers could afford. 
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And here in this little i)ent up room lingered 
Fitzmaurice hour after hour, chafing at his 
host's over zeal, and the non arrival of any 
message from Edith Ellerslie, for which he 
looked eagerly round, whenever the door was 
openod ; and only restrained from leaving the 
house by the idea that he might thus disarrange 
the plans which the mysterious manner of the 
landlord, wlienever questibned, induced him to 
believe were still in progress. 

The mid-day und eveninjg meal had both 
been served at the suggestion, or rather impor- 
tunity of Master Bimce, and removed in due 
tune, though scarcely touched ; and the twilight 
of evening was giving place to the darkness of 
night, yet still Fitzmaurice departed not, but 
stood at the window of his little room, or paced 
its sanded floor wjth impatient strides, how 
straining his eyes to catch the first appearance 
of the longed for messenger, though uncertain 
under what form to expect him ; and then, irri- 
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tated with the delay and silence of so many 
weary hours^ he would run hastily over the 
occurrence&of the past few days, till he grew 
gradually more gloomy and discontented — ^less 
willing to believe in Edith's affection — less 
firmly convinced that the morning's crumpled 
note had come from her* 

Save in the brief intervals during which he 
had been employed in pacing up and down his 
hmnble chamber, his eye had never failed to 
range along the garden wall from the road to 
the iron gate, ready to act on the slightest 
signal, and swim the river, if needs must be, to 
meet the lady of his love^. Not a swallow flit- 
ted unmarked across the stream — not a robin 
flew out of the ivy which clustered on the wall 
that he did not note its flight : — he measured 
the height and width of that iron gate with his 
eye — ^he counted the number of bars — ^he looked 
eagerly to see if kerchief or hand were wated 
from thence — ^but all in vain. There was no- 
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thing uncommon to be marked by the keenest 
eye, and the only moving objects that had met 
his view, save two urchins catching minnows, 
with crooked pins for hooks, were three cart 
horses and a plough boy, — 

" Whistling aa he went for want of thought^ 

walking lazily up the road afler their work was 
done ; and two men in a flat bottomed boat, 
one of whom, with a long, heavy spear in his 
hand, was trying for eels in the waving weeds 
which abounded in the river. 

To the horses he gave but a passing glance, 
they could .not advance the fulfilment of his 
hopes; but on the boat he bestowed a more 
lengthened observation ; not that he cared for 
the success or non-success of the eel spearer ; 
but because that boat in its passage down the 
river ran close to the garden gate; and was 
afterwards moored beneath a willow that overt 
H 5 
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hung the water in full view, and ahnost in 
front of the Chequers. 

" More than eight hours have I waited in 
vain, for note, or word, or sign," thought the 
vexed youth, looking at liis watch for the 
hundredth time. *^ It is now past seven : and 
the sky so dark that I eould not see a kerchief 
across the water, even were she to wave one. 
Is she fooling me to make mirtli for herself^ 
and insolient lover, or have I fooled imyself, be* 
lievmg that coarse writing hers, and setting 
down my zealous host, with his importunity for 
my stay, as seeking her interest instead of his 
own ? If I could think the first — " and his 
hand involuntarily sought his sword as the re- 
membrance of hia rival's galling laugh rose to 
his min^ — « I would — ^but, no T he continued 
withdrawing his hand : " Edith Ellerslie may 
prove false, tempted by gold or constrained by 
authority; but die would n^ver mock at the 
pangs she inflicts, or do aught unbecoming the 
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most delicate maiden. I will deem that my own 
vanity haa misled me, rather thacn hers: — 
better believe myself in fanlt, than think that 
she could err. The note may not have been 
hers; or she may be too closely watched to 
send me word how we may meet; — or my heat 
may be no agent degjnte his diplomatic air, and 
her messenger may have waited for me else- 
where. I will go out and «tand on the bridge : 
it is a fooPs trick to have lingered here so long.'' 

Telling Master Bunoe, whom he encountered 
in his passage out, that he was going to breathe 
a little fresh air, but would return anon, he 
stept over the threshold of the little hostel, and 
sauntered towards the bridge, where Seating 
himself on the stone parapet, fretted by difeip- 
]>ointment, he moralised in his own mind on the 
fickleness of woman, forming various eage reso- 
lutions never again to woo, or to be won. 

It did not rain, indecfd had hot ^ dbne for 
hours ; but the whole sky was of a heavy. 
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leaden hue ; and no silver moon gleanied on the 
rippling water. The evening breeze that swept 
along the river, rustling among the leaves of 
the willows that fringed its edge, with a moam- 
ful moan like a spirit's wall; and the perpetual 
beat — ^beat — of the mill, with the rush of the 
waters through the weir above were the only 
sounds that met his ear.. 

The gtoem without corresponded with the 
gloom within, and Fitmaurice continued in the 
some position, his eyes unconsciously bent on 
the ground ; and his thought employed on other 
matters than the scene around him. He no 
longer hoped or expected to hear aught from 
Edith that night; and his impatience sobered 
by disappointment^ minute after minute fiew 
past unheeded^ 

The splash of a large fish aroused him at 
length from his painful reverie ; and he looked 
round in surprise at the change which the last 
half hour had wrought. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE SECRET FOE. 157 

The moaning breeze had freshened into a 
brisk wind-rthe murky canopy of cloud was 
broken and dispersed; and the moon shone 
down with a chastened lustre full on the flow- 
ing river and ivied walL 

^^ The gloom is gone from earth and sky, but 
it abides with me/' was the thought of the 
young soldier, as, after gazing for some mo- 
ments on the silvered stream, and the dark 
shadows flung by the overhanging willows he 
rose to leave the bridge. " My solitary watch 
is ended; and I have waited all in vain," he 
added with a sigh, as he turned to take a part- 
ing look at the iron gate. 

Was he dreaming? — or awake? Was it a 
delusion or a reality ? Was there not a female 
figure wrapped in a mantle standing at this 
same iron gate ?" 

He passed his hand across his eyes to clear 
his sight — he gazed eagerly and earnestly, 
doubtful whether to believe his senses or not. 
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Yes: it waa no delusion: there stood a 
female figure shrouded in a thick mantle. The 
distance and doubtful light of the moon might 
have caused another to doubt her identity ; but 
the beating of his heart told FitzmwAce that 
this female was Edith EUerslie. 

*^ Then the note had been hers — he had not 
watched and waited in ra^ — she sought a 
meeting to escplain away all that had pained 
him^ compelled to secreey imd stratageBi by the 
hard usage of her kinsfolk. 

He watched her unlock the gate with a 
cautious and as he fancied trembling hand, 
though none but a lover's eyes could have dis- 
tinguished this: — saw her step out on the 
narrow piece of greensward that sloped to the 
water's brim, and then look round as if in ex- 
pectation of the coming of another, 

" She deemed I should come from the other 
side," thought the enraptured Fit^maurice, ob- 
serving that the female looked down the river. 
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and not up. " She may have been waiting for 
hours, and chiding mj long dehiy ; but I will 
be with her anon ;" and waving his hand to- 
wards her, though doubtful from her position 
whether she saw the motion, he hurried away 
towards the boat that he had seen moored by 
the ^ Bpearer, leaping the low hedge that 
divided the meadow, in whioh stood the willow 
to which it was tied, from tiie road* The boat 
was so securely faataied to the trunk of the 
willow, that it was some minutes before he 
could unloose it; and wh^i he looked again 
towards the iron ^te no female was to he seen. 

" If ishe saw not th« waving of my hand, she 
may have gone to her chamber ve&ed eaai re^ 
sentful at my delay,'^ titought the eager lover 
in an intermittent fever of hope and fear, seiz* 
ing the oars with frenzied haste. ^ But no : 
the gate is sgar — she wiuts my contii^ within." 

Striking across the river in as direct a course 
as the force of the current, and the necessity of 
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rounding a small bank of gravel which lay in 
the centre of the stream, would permit, his arm 
nerved to almost giant strength by the hope of 
meeting his mistress, but a few minutes had 
elapsed ere the keel of his boat struck the 
opposite bank. 

Springing lightly on shore, and twisting the 
rope round a small bush, he was on the point of 
entering the garden when the sound of voices 
evidently approaching caused him to draw back 
under the cover of the ivy which here over- 
hung the waUk large, rich masses. 

This after all might not be Edith ; or if it 
were, she was not alone: prudence therefore 
suggested his remaining hidden till he had 
ascertained who was her companion ; and, for 
once, he yielded to its suggestions, though his 
ardent spirit was chafed at the delay. 

The sound of footsteps and voices came 
nearer and nearer, till the shadows of two 
figures male and female, both enveloped In long 
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cloaks^ fell through the iron bars across the 
greensward at his feet; and he could distinctly 
hear these few words uttered in manly tones. 

" This cannot be true affection ; love shrinks 
from no sacrifice." 

" You cannot doubt my love," replied the 
lady ; her low, sweet tones, earnest yet falter- 
ing. " I shrink from no sacrifice : — I will do 
all that maiden should do." 

" Then come with me," exclaimed her com- 
panion eagerly, urging her forward. 

The bursting of a large owl from out of the 
iyy close beside them, disturbed by their pre- 
sence, startled the female, who, exclaiming in 
hurried tone, " We are discovered I" drew back 
in alarm. 

^* It is nothing," began her companion, look- 
ing out; but as his eye fell on the boat floating 
on the rippling stream, he too drew quickly 
back, and the footsteps of both might be heard 
in hasty retreat. 
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Had a yawning chasm — ^an unfathomable 
abyss opened suddenly before him, Fitzmauriee 
could not have been more shocked^ — ^more 
astounded. The voices were those of Tooker, 
and Edith Ellerslie. He could not have been 
mistaken — love and liate were not to be delu- 
ded — ^he should know the faintest whisper of 
of either amid the shout of a million. 

And this was the woman whom he had loved 
with his whole soul I who had pledged herself to 
him by looks and blushes, if not by words-r-on 
whose purity and constancy he would have 
staked his life ! For some moments he stood 
transfixed silent and motionless, save that his 
whole frame shook like an aspen in the breeze, 
then, suddenly starting into action, with a wild 
cry of pain and rage, he dashed open the gate, 
and rushed into the garden. 

Immediately fronting him lay a long, narrow 
walk, skirted by a low quickset hedge, and up 
this there was nothing to impede his view ; — 
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but there was no one there. Parallel with this 
hedge, with onlj a narrow strip of garden 
ground between, ran a canal, extending the 
whole length, whilst beyond this f^ain lay a 
larger space of garden ground ; and between 
that and the boundary wall, a shrubbery which 
stretched up to the grassplot lying before the 
drawingroom windows, and terminated in the 
two large, square laurel clumps of which men- 
tion has before been made. 

The quick eye of the young soldier glanced 
over the scene before him with the speed of the 
lightning's flash, but he saw not the figures of 
those whom he sought. ** TJiey must be hidden 
among the shrubs," was his thought; and clear- 
ing the canal at a bound, he dashed off in that 
direction. 

Fretted by the disappointment of the day — 
driven well nigh*mad by the falsehood of the 
night, the rash and irritated lover sped on his 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



164 THE SECBET FOE. 

headlong course, though to what end or for 
what purpose he scarcely knew. 

To overtake the fugitives — to upbrwd Edith 
with her perjury, and return on his favored 
rival the scorn heaped upon himself at their 
meeting, was the passionate longing — the only 
distinct idea that ruled his mind at this moment 
of boiling anger. Of the after consequences he 
never thought: — he never even speculated on 
the conduct of those on whom he desired to 
pour forth his indignation : — ^to give that indig- 
nation vent seemed the only solace to his bitter 
agony. 

. But the moon, which had appeared to favor 
the revelation of his mistress's falsehood, seemed 
little inclined to favor her punishment. The 
heavy cloud which had in the earlier part of the 
evening canopied the earth, though dispersed 
and broken into floating masses by the rising 
wind, was still in the sky, and just as he cleared 
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the canal, the light of the moon was agidn ob- 
scured by a murky vapour of fantastic form. 

Heedless of the sudden darkness, Fitzmau- 
rice pressed on, his eye still fixed on the shrubs 
before, instead of the path he trod; and ere he 
even guessed the approach of danger, he was 
plunging and floundering in a small pond, not 
only to his own vexation, but to the terror of 
its only inhabitants, three large carp, grown 
grey with age, the pets of the lady of the 
mansion, who marvelled what monster had 
come among them. The shallowness of the 
water forbade all fear of drowning, even 
if Fitzmaurice had not been an excellent swim- 
m«r; but the bottom was so thick with mud 
that it was no easy matter to extricate himself 
from his ridiculous position. If he raised one 
foot, the other only sank deeper in the mire; 
and to a,^d to his rage and confusion he fancied 
he heard a mocking laugh from an^ong the 
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shrubs^ echoed by the only half suppressed 
titter of a female voice. 

If the hiuxMne — ^the warm-hearted Fitzmau- 
rice ever hated his own kind, and womankind — 
it was at this moment. 

His eagerness to search the shrubbery* lead- 
ing him across the pond instead of out of it, it 
was several minutes, and not without many 
vigorous efforts, that he succeeded in wading 
through the mire, and scrambling up the bank, 
where he stood for a moment dripping and 
wrathful, waiting to recover breath ere he con- 
tinued the pursuit. One of a less ardent spirit 
and resolute will would have been deterred by 
his late uncomfortable immersion from pursuing 
the adventure further, but JFitzmaurice was 
only the more eager and determined. He had 
been accustomed to overcome obstacles — not to 
be overcome by them. 

He listened attentively. The mocking laugh 
was hushed, if such had ever reached his ears. 
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and there was no sound to guide him to those 
whom he sought; but as he looked up the 
centre walk, he saw, or fancied he saw by the 
fitful light of the moon, that seemed struggling 
to free itself from the broken cloud wliich 
obscured her splendour, a female figm^e flit 
across at the end of the green alley, and dis- 
appeared among the shrubs to his right. 

Dashing at full speed down the opposite side 
of this line of shrubs, he hoped to catch Edith 
as she came out into the path ; but the maiden 
seemed as fleet of foot as himself; and all he 
saw was a female form wrapped in a long 
mantle, vanishing behind the comer of the 
lai^e square pigeon house, which stood between 
one of the laurel clumps and the canal. 

Judging from this movement that the fugi- 
tive feared to enter the house on that side, or 
to be seen from the windows, and conjecturing, 
as she could not leap the water^ that her pur- 
pose was to. conceal herself behind one of the 
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low buttresses of the dove-cot, instead of taking 
the side wliich she might naturally have ex- 
pected him to take, he crept softly round in the 
opposite direction; and ere the panting run- 
away suspected his proximity^ his hand was on 
her mantle* 

Uttering a faint scream, she struggled to free 
herself from his grasp ; but finding the effort 
vain, stood still and silent, with her face bent 
down so low, and so closely shrouded, that he 
could not catch even a single feature. 

" Fickle and false T began Fitzmaurice, With 
a burst of indignant passion. ** Have I merit- 
ed this at 'your hands ? To be listened to- 
smiled on — and then flung aside for a wealthier 
rival ! I would have staked my life on your 
purity and constancy. You received my vows, 
yet I find you dallying at night in a lonely 
garden with a bold and dissolute cav#lier ; one 
skilled in court morals and court flattery. Ay ! 
not only meeting such a one, but consenting to 
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fly with him. Had I not seen it with my own 
eyes, and heard it with my own ears, I would 
not have believed it And you would have 
me persuaded that you were constrained by 
your kinsfolk to deny me admittance — that 
grief at this constraining had caused you to 
keep your room: — and then you would calm 
my impatience, and disarm my resentment, by 
. the hint that you should be abroad in a day or 
two— that you took lonely walks. Call you 
this doing what a maiden should do? What 
silent? Is this from shame or from fear?" he 
demaiided angrily. 

The lady made no reply , but he felt that 
she shook in every limb, and his heart was 
softened. 

" Oh 1 Edith 1 that you should thus scorn 
and trample on the love which would have 
deemed naught a sacrifice that could win even 
one smile from those dear lips," he exclaimed 
with a mingling of bitter and passionate tender- 

VOIi. I. I 
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new. ** Was it well?— wae it kindly done? 
But fear not — ^tremble not—- ** 

^^ La I Captain ifi'itcmauric^ ; I am not at all 
afraid ; only I wish you would not hold me so 
tight: you are crushing my should^ knots,'* 
replied the lady looking up> and speaking for 
the fii«t time. 

« Hal what is this? Who ate you?** ex- 
claimed the startled Fit2mauri<^ 

" Only Mary Love^ the waiting woman to 
Mistress Edith EUerslie, an it please yoUj** re- 
plied the damsel with mock humility, throwing 
back the folds of her mantle^ and raising her 
laughing face to the young soldier's, with a 
look that said as clearly as look could say : — 
" What next, young gallant ? I have fooled 
you well." 

'* Confiision !" muttered the vexed lover, 
whilst the blood rose up to his very temples for 
shame, the which did not escape the observation 
of the merry damsel, the moon shining clearly 
out at the moment as if in spite. 
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" I don't quite know what you mean about 
keeping my room, and walking abroad ; but I 
am sure I should not think of scorning and 
trampling on the love of such a handsome young 
gentlen^an,. who would do any thing to win a 
smile from my dear lips," said the saucy wiut- 
ing maid, pretending to look shy and coy, 
though she could with difficulty restrain a burst 
oflau^ter. 

" Peace, girl I" exclaimed Fitzmaurice in 
high irritation. ** Where is your mistress T* 

*^ La ! Captain Fitzmaprice, what odd ques- 
ticms! Where should my mistress be, seeing 
that it is so late, but in her chamber.^ 

" It is false I She was here but now. Which 
way has she fled ? Speak the truth— or — " 

" Alack I how fierce you look I you would 
not beat a woman would you ?* 

*'No, no: but speak quickly and truly. 
Which way hath yotor mistress fled ?" 

" Mistress Edith m in her chamber, sir; — 
I 3 
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and it would be well if some other folks were 
in theirs," she added with a pert toss of the 
head. 

** Handle not two-edged swords, lest you 
wound yourself in trying to wound another. 
Why are not you too in your chamber?'' 

^^ I heard a noise in the garden, and came 
out to see what might be the cause." 

" Say rather you came to aid your mistress 
in her flight. Where is she ? I will not depart 
till I have seen her." 

" The grass is a cold bed at this time of the 
year ; and my mistress doth not rise now till 
seven of the clock ; and then mayhap she would 
not see you, for she hath a will of her own ; 
and is not one to be said must and shall to." 

" This idle babbling is all in vain : I will see 
her to-night," persisted the angry Fitzmaurice. 

" La ! sir, my mistress is in her first dreams 
by this time; and it is unlucky to wake a per- 
son out of their first dreams." 
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^* I tell you, malapert, I am not to be fooled : 
your miitress is not in her chamber — she stood 
at the gate not five minutes agone." 

^' La, sir, you don^t say so I Mercy on us I 
it must have been her ghost ! — I have heard 
my mother tell of su«oh things before. But for 
pity's sake, don't say a word to my mistress, 
lest it should frighten her." 

^^ I shall probably never see your mistress 
after to-night," replied Ftzmaurice bitterly. 

^^ And you can't get sight of her to-night ; 
there are all her shutters closed as you see, sir ; 
and the little night lamp gleaming out through 
the chinks. I warrant me she is sound asleep 
and dreaming of her wooers." 

The windows were as the damsel said, and 
Fitzmaurice, after gazing on them for a mo- 
ment, turned again to his prisoner. 

" Do not suppose that you can deceive me 
thus. She may be in her chamber at this mo- 
ment as you say ; but not five minutes since 
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Bhe was at the garden gate, leaning on the arm 
of Captain Tooker, ready to fly with, him, had 
my presence not thwarted their purpose." 

*^ Now shame upon yon, Captain Fitzmanrice^ 
for thinking and saying such false and evil 
things of my young mistress:'' cried the angry 
waiting woman. ** I would have you to know 
that Mistress Edith Ellerslie would never dream 
of walking alone with a young gentleman at 
this time of night ; and as for Captain Tooker, 
for as rich and handisome as he is, she could 
wed him by broad daylight any hour she 
pleased ; so there is no need of running off 
with him by night> like some low bom light-o - 
love. Let me go ; I will abide here no longer 
to listen to such wicked tales of my young lady, 
which are enough to provoke a saint : — ^a real 
saint : — ^not one of my Lord Cromwell's." 

" Be still I" cried Fitzmaiuice detaining her. 
" You stayed before for your own pleasure, or 
to cover the retreat of others, making me by 
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your silence believe you your mifltress ; and now 
you will stay for mine.'' 

^' Silence, quotha ! Why you talked ao loud 
and so fast, that not even an independent 
preacher could have put in an oh I or an ah I'' 
retorted the damsel sharply, resolved, as it 
seemed, either from malice or policy, to give 
f^ play to her tongue, " Let me go I tell 
you, or Mistress Edith shall know all the evil 
you say of her.** 

. " I would have it so : this assumed anger 
cannot deceive me; — ^you know that my words 
are true," 

" True, indeed 1 They are U^s 1 — wicked 
and shameful lies I mi my mistrc^ will owe 
you little thanks for telling them.'' 

" Will you deny that Mistress Edith Ellers- 
lie stood at the gCMrden gate within the last half 
hour ?" demanded Fitzmaurice, beginning to be 
staggered by the waiting-<woman's vehemence. 

" I tell you my lady is in her chamber. 
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therefore how could she be there. And since 
all must account for their comings and goings, 
how comes Captain Fitzmaurice to be here at 
this unseasonable hour ?^ enquired the damsel 
pertly. 

" Perhaps I heard a noise, and entered to 
learn the cause." 

" Was it like the floundering of one in the 
water?" asked Mary maliciously. 

" Bather like the silly tittering, of a silly 
waiting maid," replied the provoked Fitz- 
maurice. 

^' It frightened a gallant soldier of the parlia- 
ment it seemeth however. But let me go ! it 
is not seemly my being dlowe with a man at 
this late hour. Let me go ! or I will rouse the 
house with my cries." 

" And thus reveal the pranks of thy mis- 
tress: thou art too wise for that," replied 
Fitzmaurice drily. " If Mistress Edith EUers- 
lie is inJier chamber — ^where is Captain Tooker ? 
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Is he there too ? for when last I saw them they 
were together." 

"Now out upon you wretch 1 monster! man 
that is no man ! false spoken^ and base found- 
lingy bred upon charity, whom thy own kinsfolk 
even cast outl The parliament's spy ! — the 
Lord General's blood hound! hunting down 
gallant cavaliers to their death !" exclaimed the 
waiting-woman with a vehement burst of pas- 
sion real or assumed. ^ Shame on thee ! I say 
for asking such a question* And yet you would 
boast of your love to my mistress ; and hope to 
win her : — as if she, who is come of as noble 
and loyal line, would stoop to think of a name- 
less^ penniless roundhead. Shame on you, bold 
braggart ! to hint that she loved such as you. 
You should be ducked in a pond, and made 
stand in the pillory. You are but a coward to 
detain a female against her will ; — and to hear 
such evil words too! Woman though I be, 
I 5 
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had I but a sword jou should be oropear as 
well as roundhead." 

'* Your tongue is sharp enough : — ^you need 
no other weapon," replied Fitzmaurice Utterly, 
crimsoning to the very ears which she threat- 
ened, at the charge of presumption in forgetting 
his origin, and daring to love one of a noble 
race. 

" Then let me go, or it shall prove sharper 
still," exclaimed the irritated damsel, strug- 
gling to free herself. 

'* Begone I and tell your mistress that she 
need fear no further presumption from the base 
foundling and penniless roundhead: he yields 
his claims to the wealthy and profligate royalist, 
whom she met but now, regretting that his un- 
welcome presence hindered her showing by a 
midnight flight that she would make any sacri- 
fice for him she loved. Mind, girl, you tell her 
this word for word," he continued passionately. 
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flinging off the arm which he had hitherto held. 
" If she fooled me at her kinswoman's — ^she 
fools me not here. As for her minion^ I have 
a debt to him on my own account, which may 
be settled yet El!al what is that?*' he. ex- 
claimed aloud, startled by a rustling near. " It 
is he ! we will cross swords ere the dawn." 

** Stop, sir I for pity stop I it will kill my 
mistress should evil come/' screamed the terri- 
fied- waiting-woman, clinging to his cloak to 
prevent his pursuing one, who, startled by the 
loud voice of Fitzmaurice, was stealing away 
,under the shadow of the shrubs. 

"Off! off girl," cried the impetuous youth, 
teaiing his cloak from her grasp, " If I fall— r 
it is but a base, boasting foundling whom none 
will regret; and surely a high-born cavalier 
can defend himself against such." 

The girl made a clutch at his cloak to detain 
him, exhibiting evident signs of alarm: and 
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praying him wildly to listen to her, but all in 
vain : he was off like a shot, dashing up the 
dewy greensward path after the creeping ftigi- 
tive, who, hearing his pursuer's steps so close 
behind him, fairly took to his heels, shaping his 
course towards the garden gate, deaf to, or 
heedless of the cries of Fitzmaurice, who called 
loudly upon him to stop« 

The runaway was swift of foot, but the 
yoimg soldier, urged by passion, swifter still ; 
and at every yard he gained on the fugitive. 
At the head of the canal, close to the wall, 
through which by a narrow arch it issued forth 
into t|ie river, ran an iron grating, the top rail 
of which, scarcely three inches wide, formed the 
only foot-way across the stream at that end. 
To pass over this with safety, the runaway was 
obliged to slacken his speed; and just as he 
had gained the other side, Fitzmaurice who had 
leapt the canal as before came full upon him 
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from behind ; and the pursuer and the pursued 
fell to the earth together, but the latter 
undermost. 

" You merit not such a courtesy on my part 
for your cowardly flight ; but draw and defend 
yourself!" exclaimed the panting Fitzmaurice, 
springing lightly up, and placing himself in a 
posture of attack, never doubting that the 
fugitive was Tooker, though the large cloak 
and misty light might have made a more sober 
person uncertain of the fact. 

"Draw, and defend yourself I lest I treat 
you as a base bom knave, and not a gentleman, 
using the flat of my sword instead of its edge," 
repeated Fitzmaurice hotly, finding that his 
rival neither spoke nor stirred ; but lay on the 
ground just as he had fallen without uttering a 
word, or moving a limb, save that the whole 
body seemed quivering with fear. 

" Draw !" repeated the young soldier a third 
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time more vehemently, eemng the arm of his 
silent enemy, and shaking him rudely : ** Itise^ 
coward I if you have the heart, and defend 
yourself; or give up the lady, who will never 
wed such a base hound* Draw ! lest I run you 
through in mine anger.** 

" Oh, sir 1 for mercy's sake, don't, sir ! Have 
pity upon mel I will give up the lady — I 
would draw if I coidd — only — I have— not a 
sword." 

" What is this ?" cried Fitzmwrice raising 
the trembling runaway by main force, till he 
had a good view of his features, then letting 
him fall to the earth again. ^^ David Frewen ! 
Confusion I fooled again 1" muttered the young 
roundhead, stamping with rage and vexation. 

" Pity 1 Mercy 1 Do not kill me !" pleaded 
the abject varlet, creeping towards him, and 
clinging to his knees. 

" What brought you hither?" questioned his 
master in wrath. 
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" My own 1^8, so please you ; I walked," 
answered the trembling David. 

" No foolery ! For what purpose came you 
hither ? Answer briefly and plainly, for never 
did I so long to give a drubbing to a knave." 

" I — ^I — I brought a letter," stammered the 
cowardly serving man^ shrinking from the sword 
that gleamed above him. 

"From whom?" 

" From Captain Ferringham, sir ; and the 
messenger said it was to be delivered immedi- 
ately ; and so — ^and so — I thought — ^ 

" I will hear of your thoughts another time : 
— you were hired to obey and not to think. 
Saw you any one as you came hither in the 
garden, or near it?" 

« I think— " 

" No thinking. Did you see any one I 
ask?" 

" It seemed as if a figure crossed the meadow, 
as I came hither." 
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« Male or female?" 

" Male, sir." 

" Gentle or simple ?" 

" He did not look very simple, save in com- 
ing hither." 

" Was he tall or short; and how dressed?" 
questioned Fitzmaurice impatiently. 

^^ Tall and kinglike, with a dark cloak, and a 
feather in his hat." 

"Ha! it is he! I may overtake him yet. 
Which way went he ? Speak 1 quick 1" 

" Across in that direction," said David more 
boldly. 

It was the work of a minute with the agile 
young soldier to fling off the still clinging 
coward, and leap the low quickset hedge, which 
bounded the garden on that side, though not 
without receiving a scratch or so in the feat. 
He looked eagerly round ; before — ^behind — on 
every side: but no tall figure was to be 
seen. 
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** Come hither this instant,'* he called loudly 
to DaTid, suspecting a lie. 

** What would you please, sir?** said the still 
trembling serving man, approaching at the call, 
but wisely keeping the hedge between him and 
his master. 

"C<«ne over to me,** said Fitzmaurice autho- 
ritatively. 

" I will come round if you please, sir, for I 
am not much of a jumper," and passing out at the 
gate, and then creeping round by some elms, 
and high weather boarding which sheltered a 
rustic seat within, that commanded a view of 
the river and bridge, he joined his still angry 
master, though keeping at a respect&l distance. 

^^ Ha I then that accounts for her looking in 
that direction," thought Fitzmaurice, marking 
the way by which his servant joined him. 
**Now teU me where is this stranger?" he 
continued aloud. 

" He went in that direction," pointing across 
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the meadow. " And there, sir, do you not see 
him now — under that willow 7^ 

" I do I I do r cried Fitsmaurioe exultingly, 
starting ofF again at full speed. 

> ^^ It is more than I do,'' thought the cunning 
David with a knowing look; "but better be 
scampering on a wild goose chase, than beating 
me. If he should fall in with any unlucky 
stranger he will be sure to give him a drubbing, 
or run him through the body ; and then may- 
hap he will be satisfied and keep his hands off 
his servant ; but if he find no one else to vent 
his rage on — ^mercy on me I I shall be beat to 
a mummy. I will never again take service 
with a soldier, or a lover : what with his sword 
and his jealousy there is no certainty of one's 
life. I must be well paid for this. But of 
what use is gold to a dead man? I will run no 
risk — sell words — only words ; and those can- 
not be proved against me. Ah I there he goes 
like a mad bull over every thing that comes in 
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his way ! I don't think he sees it is a water 
meadow." 

David Frewen was right: Fitzmaurice did 
not see that it was a water meadow^ intersected 
with many trenches, some narrow, some broad, 
dug for the purpose of letting in the river that 
flowed at the side, and thus flooding, the field at 
certain seasons. 

On he sped, his eye fixed on the waving 
branches of the distant willow^ till stumbling in 
the rough coarse grass, and unable to recover 
himself in time, he fell flat on his face in one 
of the ^largest water-courses, cooled in body, 
but little cooled in mind by this second immei> 
sion. Sputtering and dripping, he again scram- 
bled out, and, taught caution by experience, 
threaded his way among the trenches without- 
encountering any further disaster. But though 
he reached the willow in safety, there was no 
stranger there ; and no sign or token of one 
having been there. No foe was in sight, and 
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the only sound indicative that any were stirring, 
was the distant rumbling of wheels. 

'^ He has escaped me I'' thought Fitzmaurice 
as he leant panting and breathless agsunst the 
trunk of the willow, the waving of whose 
branches had deluded him into the belief that 
he beheld his rival *' He haa escaped ! that is 
if my knave spoke truth and saw him." 

" Did you see the face of the person who 
crossed your path ?" he enquired of David, who 
after cautiously threading bis way amid the 
trenches, was now seen approaching with a 
show of speed. 

^^ His face was turned away and muffled in 
his cloak, sir." 

"Could you swear to his identity? Did 
you know him?" questioned Fitzmaurice im- 
patiently. 

" Swear not at all I" began David Frewen ; 
then checked by a threatening look from his 
master, instead of closing that sentence he be- 
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gan another. " I should be loath to swear to 
him by this light, sir; and on account that I 
saw not his face ; but his figure and walk were 
as the figure and walk of Captain Tooker, the 
royalist lover of Mistress Edith Ellerslie." 

Fitzmaurice ground his teeth in rage, then 
controlling his anger he proceeded to question 
further. 

^^ Was he alone?" 

" He was, sir, then." 

" Then !" repeated Fitzmaurice to himself 
whilst a sharp pain shot through his frame. 

After continuing silent for some moments, he 
resumed his inquisition, but on another point. 

" What errand did you say brought you 
you hither?" 

" I came to bring you this letter, sir, from 
Captain Ferringham, which his messenger was 
pressing to have delivered immediately." 

" How came you to seek me here, when I 
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eet off with the purpose of going to Heytea- 
bury?" 

" Where the hind dwells, there look for the 
stag," replied the man with one of those cunning 
self-sufficient looks^ which were always so dis- 
gusting to the frank young soldier. 

*^ Speak briefly and without metaphor, knave* 
How came you to seek me here ?" 

" Going out on the road to look for you, sir, 
I learnt from enquiries that you had turned 
round by the wood, and galloped in this direc- 
tion ; so, thinking the letter might be of conse- 
quence, I fdloweA" 

" That is, came by a shorter road to see what 
you could see : had you followed my track you 
would have entered . the village on the other 
side of the river," observed Fitzmaurice sharply, 
by no means satisfied that he had come honestly 
by his information of his change of route, or of 
his sole or even principal purpose having been 
to deliver the letter, though he chose to make 
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that a coyer to his prying curiosity. The dark- 
ness prevented his judging of his sincerity from 
his features ; but the voice he fancied had not 
the steady deamess of truth. 

" It was the nearest way," said David some- 
what d<^gedly ; ** and I thought from chang- 
ing your road that you might have heard fix>m 
Mistress Edith Elletslie, or called to enquire 
after her health." 

" It was scarcely your nearest way if you 
went to the end of the wood to look for me, as 
you said ; and if you thought I was at the house, 
why not go thither and learn? — The letter 
wottld^have been sufficient excuse, instead of 
stealing into the garden like a thief." 

^' And so I should have done, but for my 
zeal in your service ; and these are the thanks 
I get," replied David discontentedly. " As I 
entered the lane at tibe end of that meadow, I 
saw a carriage standing there with four horses, 
and several servants, who seemed as if they did 
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not wish to be looked si, and as I came up 
here in my way to the house, I saw a tall figure 
in a large cloak crossing the field towards the 
garden ; and then creeping round by the comer 
as I did but now. These are strange doings 
thinks I5 and may bode no good to my young 
master, or Mistress Edith ; so mayhap I had 
better follow and learn the meaning. But 
when I got to the gate there was no one to be 
seen, only a boat on the river, and splashing 
and floundering in the water; so I thought 
some one was robbing the fish-pond ; but there 
was nobody there either. Then I heard loud 
talking near the pigeon-house — ^a lady saying 
kind things to a young gallant as it seemed ; 
and then, just as I was creeping away not to 
disturb them, you ran after me, sir." 

" Why did you not stop and tell me 
this, when I called upon you not to run 
away?" 

^^ I was so flustered, sir, with the fall ; and 
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you spoke so fiercely, that I did not know it 
was you." 

" Flustered by your own cowardly fears," 
observed his master contemptuously. ^' And 
the man you met running across the meadow — 
you have forgotten him." 

^' Oh I that was afterwards, sir." 

^^ It must have been before your fall. Liars 
should have quick wits^ and good memories." 

*^ Oh 1 yes, now I remember ; but you flurry 
me so, sir, with your stem manner. As I came 
round the comer, this person leapt over the 
hedge, just where you did, sir." 

« Why not tell me of the carriage at once ?" 

" There was no time, sir, before you were 
off like a wild deer." 

^' That is you wanted time to arrange your 
story. What was the colour of the carriage, 
and the livery of the servants ?" 

^^ It was so dark, sir, just then that I could 
not s^e." 

VOL I. K 
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Fitzmaurice looked incredulous^ but said 
nothing. The rumbling of wheels certainly 
appeared to confirm the truth of his report on 
that one point ; but there were several other 
points to which his master accorded little cre- 
dence^ though he was in no mood at this 
moment to sift his evidence^ or cross-examine 
fnrther. 

*^ He came by appointment — the carriage 
was waiting — she had consented to fly with 
him;" was the thought that pressed the heaviest 
on the lover's heart. 

^^ She is unworthy of my regard — ^I should 
rejoice to be freed from her trammels : — I will 
think of her no more !" said Fitzmaurice to 
himself, starting from a painful reverie, and 
assuming an air of proud composure. " She 
hath played fast and loose ; but I am to be 
fooled no more." 

We may say what we jjease to ourselves 
and others ; but no trusting, generous heart , 
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that ever truly loved, could throw off that love 
at once. It will not depart at our bidding — ^it 
will Btand against wounded pride and offended 
vanity — it will even linger awhile when esteem 
is gone. And so it was with Fitzmaurice : 
scarcely had he said to himself I should rejoice 
in being freed from her trammels — I will thmk 
of her no more^-ere a thousand loving and 
tender recollections rushed back on his mind, 
and he began to think whether she might not 
be innocent after ail, notwithstanding the evi- 
dence of his own senses against her. Shocked 
and bewildered ; — ^now doubting — ^now believ- 
ing : — now loving, now despising — he was com- 
pletely lost to the actual present round him, till 
roused from his painful meditations by a ques- 
tion from his restless serving man, who had no 
fancy for a longer sojourn beneath a waving 
willow on a chill October night. 

" I am afraid you are wet> sir. Had not you 
better hasten home ?" 
K 3 
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Fitzmauiice started at the sound of his voice^ 
having quite forgotten that he was not alone : 
looked hastily round as if wondering where he 
was, and then keenly at the speaker, who, not- 
withstanding the darkness, turned away from 
his searching gaze. 

" He judges that I have played the fool ; 
and made myself ridiculous ; and perhaps he 
judges correctlyV thought Maurice with a 
flushed cheek, as the pond, the water-course, 
and the saucy waiting-woman ciune to his 
mind. The conviction was far from pleasant, 
and tended little to soothe his pangs or soften 
his judgment of Edith Ellerslie. What right 
had he to be racing and chasing in other men's 
grounds after young maidens, and young gal- 
lants ? He might think himsdlf lucky that he 
had not been shot, or committed as a vagabond. 
Edith Ellerslie had never said in words that she 
loved him, and woman's fate would be harder 
than it is, if she were to be held by the inter- 
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pretation which man's presuming vanity may- 
put upon her looks and blushes. 

This was not a time to dwell upon the past 
-^the night sir was keen ; and his wet gar- 
ments were clinging to him with the chilling 
gripe of poverty ; moreover, he did not wish to 
stand there, subject to the scrutiny and specu- 
lation of his sagacious, but, as he judged, not 
over honest serving man. 

" Lead the way back to the garden gate, 
keeping under the hedge," said Fitzmaurice 
with a lofby air that admitted of no dispute, 
though David would greatly have preferred 
being left to his own devices. 

The path by the hedge commanded a good 
view of the greater part of the garden, which 
looked still and peaceful in the placid moon- 
light. No living object was moving there ; and 
the very breeze that swept across it breathed, 
to his fancy, with a softened cadence. 

" All still 1 all peaceful now I" he thought. 
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*'and yet but late what falsehood and what 
fiery passions raged out within its bounds." 

The iron gate was not only closed, but 
locked. 

" She is wise and prudent to leave no trace 
of her purposed flight ; and with those innocent 
eyes, and her waiting woman*s bold demeanour, 
and keen tongue, may alike defy suspicion and 
accusation. Weill we shall not meet again. 
I leave this part of the country to-morrow; 
and she may wed whom she will for me," he 
added bitterly, as he took his seat in the boat 
and seized the oars* 

How different were his feelings now to what 
they had been when he had crossed from the 
other side. Then eager hope — now bitter dis- 
appointment. 

" Tie the rope securely round the bole of 
this willow ; and then wait for me at the head 
of that hollow way, where the road opens upon 
the down," said Fitzmaurice, springing out of 
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the boat, and proceeding with hasty steps 
towards the Chequers. 

** Get my horse ready, directly," said the 
young soldier to the landlord, who was standing 
at the door on the look out, as it seemed, for 
his guest. 

" Had not you better rest here for the night, 
sir? the clouds are gathering heavily over head, 
though the moon is shining out now ; and the 
country here is not over quiet, though the 
Parliament does its best. You had better take 
my advice and remain, sir ; there is no know- 
ing what may come to pass," replied the provi- 
dent landlord, with the same mysterious man- 
ner, and all knowing look that had deluded 
Fitzmaurice in the morning : a manner which 
said, the arguments now brought forward are 
nothing to those which remain behind. 

But Fitzmaurice was not to be deceived 
again ; and within a very few minutes he was 
riding up the hollow way, the landlord having 
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intimated by his knowing look at parting that 
he knew all that hia liberal guest had done, or 
intended to do; — and would keep his secret. 

^' Mount behind me/' said the young soldier 
as he overtook Ins servant ^^ There is no one 
to see us here." 

" I could not think of it, sir," replied David 
with great humility, adding, with an equivocal 
smile ; '^ The Lord Cromwell has enough oa 
his back ahready." 

" The Lord Cromwell is equal to any bur- 
den. Mount r 

The tone in which the mandate was con- 
veyed fordade disobedience; and the gallant 
horse was soon galloping across the down to- 
wards Amesbury, for there was then only a 
track, not a road as now, at a pace that proved 
his master had not overrated his power?. 

^^ I am not going to leave him behind to pry, 
or to prate," was the thought of the master. — 
"I wish he would leave me to get home as I 
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could, I might then learn something more of 
this meeting in the garden; and the knowledge 
might bring gold to my purse ;" was the thought 
of the serving man. 

With this mutuitl discontent the ride was not 
likely to prove agreeable to either; and ere 
they reached the town a heavy shower had in- 
creased the ill-humour and discomfort of botk 

" You can dismount here, and walk by my 
side," said Fitzmaurioe as they ga^ed the out- 
skirts: and the sullen David did as he was 
ordered. 

** Now look well to my horse, and take heed 
that you babble to none of aught that has 
passed this night," said the young soldier sig- 
nificantly, as he entered the yard of the hostel. 
" I am not to be trifled with." 

Little sleep had Fitzmaurice that night, de- 
spite the comfortable posset which the good- 
natured landlady had made and presented with 
her own hands. If the mind be restless, it 
K 5 
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maketh the body the same ; and never had his 
mind been so restless and bewildered as on this 
same night. 

He ran over every circumstance striving to 
give each its due weight and colouring, that he 
might form a correct judgment on the whole ; 
and when he had done all this over and over 
again, he only found himself involved in greater 
difficulties — ^more puzzled — ^more bewildered ; — 
that only which was most painful being most 
clear. 

That Edith EUerslie had met Captain 
Tooker secretly^ and at night — ^that she had 
bade him not doubt her love ; and that but for 
his appearance she would have gone off with 
his rival, he held proved beyond a doubt; but 
he did not believe that David had encountered 
that rival in his flight; and the writer, and 
purpose of the scroll^ placed in his hand was a 
mystery beyond his power to solve — ^a circum* 
stance so strange and unaccountable as to invest 
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all the other events of that day with a bewD- 
dering indistinctness, that lefl his judgment still 
undecided after many hours of bitter and pain- 
ful thought 
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CHAPTER V. 



The sun that shone so brightly into Fitz- 
maurice's room in the morning foimd him in no 
humour to enjoy its warmth or splendour. The 
joyous sunshine was unwelcome from forming 
such a painful contrast to his gloomy thoughts ; 
and he was better pleased when he saw that 
clouds were rising at the horizon, threatening 
ere long to dim the garish lustre of this October 
sun. 

Nothing delighted— nothing even contented 
him. The usual sweetness of his temper 
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seemed turned all to sourness ; and his buoyant 
spirit grown dull and almost stern. 

He felt impatient, nay even cross with his kind 
landlady, because she come to enquire the effect 
of her pet posset ; and then pressed him to 
make a more hearty breakfast She was a 
woman — and women were false ! besides, he 
desired to be alone, and answered briefly and 
coldly. He could scarcely resist the desire of 
dismissing David Frewen from his service, 
merely because he asked if he would ride ; and 
the joyous carol of one of the maidens of 
the household, who was rubbing^ and scrubbing 
the stairs, brought his iU humour to a crisis. 
He would have left Amesbury immediately, as 
he had decided the evening before, when fully 
convinced of Edith's preference for his rival, 
but young Ferringham's letter had contained a 
particular request that he would abide there at 
least till after Monday, when he should himself 
be in the neighbourhood ; adding a hint that he 
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wished to converse with him on some subject 
of importance. There was a vagueness, an ap- 
pearance of secrecy in this letter, so opposite to 
young Ferringham's usual openness, that had 
the mind of Fitzmaurice been less painfully 
occupied must have struck and surprised him ; 
but as it was, the circumstance passed unno- 
ticed, and he only felt fretted at being compelled 
to remain at least three days longer in a place, 
which he desired to quit on the instant and 
never see or think of more ; and yet so incon- 
sistent is the human heart, at least the heart of 
a lover, that but for very shame, and a suspi- 
cion of the reliance to be placed on his reports, 
he would have sent David over to Bulford to 
glean what news he could. 

" I am growing quite savage," he thought 
with a bitter smile, becoming conscious of his 
unamiable irritation. " I will go out in the 
open air ; I may grow better tempered there, 
or find fewer to quarrel with." 
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Avoiding every road which he had before 
taken, he walked briskly on for some time; 
then, weary of this, he returned to the hostel, 
and, throwing off his hat, took up a book that 
lay on the table. 

He was turning over the pages with a listless 
air rather than reading, when a folded paper 
fell from between the leaves. On picking it up, 
he found that it was directed to himself, and 
the contents, though brief, were such as not 
only to interest but to startle him. The paper 
contained these words :— 

" If you would learn that which you 
most wish to know — ^if you would have ex- 
plained that which you most wish explained, 
come alone to the old yew tree at the head of 
the cross alley in the wood at ten to-night, 
" Saturday." 

" If I would learn that which I most wish to 
know — ^if I would have explained that which I 
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most wish explained-— come to the old yew tree 
at ten to-night," repeated the young soldier 
with flushing cheeks, and flashing eyes. ** Ay ! 
truly will I, though my life paid the forfeit. 
She is true-hearted still; and can explain all to 
my satisfaction. I should have known that my 
pure, high-minded Edith could not prove false 
or mercenary : I merit not her love, since I 
could doubt her.'* 

So thought Maurice Fitzmaurice in the first 
burst of his delight and exultation, forgetting 
for the time what he had himself heard her say 
on the previous night, and never considering 
that it was scarcely the act of a pure, high- 
minded maiden to appoint a meeting in a lonely 
wood at night with a handsome young gallant, 
who had already dared to play the wooer. 

Lover like the paper was pressed to his lips, 
blushing the while, though there was none to 
see his folly : (he was but two and twenty) and 
then the scroll was more critically examined. 
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The writing was large and coarse ; very unlike 
the delicate characters which he had been wont 
to see traced by the slender fingers of Edith 
EUerslie ; but the larger and coarser the more 
complete the disguise ; and she might fear lest 
the note should fall into other hands^ whilst she 
rightly judged that he would find no difficulty 
in guessing from whom it came. 

Certainly if from her, and so written for the 
purpose of deceiving any unfriendly eye under 
whose scrutiny it might chance to fall, it might 
be considered an admirable performance; the 
disguise being so complete that even the en- 
raptured and confident lover began at length to 
entertain doubts and suspicions. 

Not a single letter bore any resemblance to 
those which Edith was in the habit of forming : 
and the paper was not such as might be ex- 
pected to come from a lady to her lover. 

A new idea came across him ; and drawing 
forth the scroll delivered to him by the boy the 
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day before, he began comparing it with that 
found within the book. After an eager but 
minute examination he decided that the paper 
was undoubtedly the same ; but as to the iden- 
tity of the writer he was not so resolute. In 
both the letters were laige, coarse, and ill- 
formed ; executed either by an unskilful hand, 
or one that sought to appear so ; but though 
some of those letters bore a strong resemblance 
to each other, some again were totally different. 
Then arose the question — how came the scroll 
upon his table ? 

David was summoned and denied all know- 
ledge of the note ; but as he let drop, in the 
midst of the most resolute denials, a hint, or 
supposition, that it might have come from some 
one at Bulford, his master, remembering that 
the chambermaid at the Lord General was 
cousin to Mistress Edith EUerslie's saucy wait- 
ing-woman needed no further evidence to con- 
vince him that Edith was the writer ; and that 
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come what might he must be at the old jew 
tree in the wood at the appointed hour. Why 
she had desired his presence on the previous 
day, thus risking an encounter between the 
rivals ; or why she should appoint a meeting in 
Amesbury, instead of nearer her own abode, 
would doubtless be satisfactorily explained 
hereafter. 

Adjoining the town, towards the western 
entrance, lies Amesbury Pp^rk. The town it- 
self, like some of the surrounding villages, 
namely Bulford, Durrington, and others, may 
boast of having formerly been a Roman station, 
and indeed if some ancient authors may be 
credited the greater part of Salisbury Plain was 
in the earlier ages crowded with hamlets. 

According to some, tlie town derives its 
name from the Monk Ambroslus — according to 
others from Aurelius Ambrosius, who return- 
ing to Britain burnt Vortigem in his tower, 
and defeated Hengist whose head was cut off 
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Eldol, Consul of Gloucester, the only Briton 
who had escaped from the treacherous slaughter 
of his countrymen at Stone Henge,* by the 
Saxon chief on the first of May ; whilst Sir 
Richard Colt Hoare derives the name from 
maen ambres. 

A monastery was established there soon after 
the introduction of Christianity, the founding of 
which is attributed by Geofirey of Monmouth 
and others to this same King Aurelius Ambro- 
sius, brother and predecessor of Uther Pen- 
dragon, the father of the renowned King 
Arthur, in commemoration of the Britons put 
to death by Hengist ; but the traditions are too 
vague and contradictory to be much relied on. 

From later accounts it appears that a nunnery 
was foimded there by Elfrida the Queen of 



* According to Geoffrey of Monmouth he killed 70 Saxons 
with a stake ; the number of Britons blaugbtered is said to 
have been 460, 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE SECRET FOE. 213 

Edgar. Eleanor of Br^tagne^ sister to Prince 
Arthur^ after being confined for many years in 
Bristol Castle by her uncle John, died here ; — 
and here was the veil taken by Eleanor widow 
of Heniy the TLird, and Mary the daughter of 
Edward the First It was surrendered to Henry 
the Eighth in 1540 by the Abbess, Joan 
Darrell, and her nuns; the revenue being 
£495 I5s. 2d. 

The building and site were granted soon 
after to the Earl of Hertford, from whose 
family it passed, aft«r the civil wars, by a 
female branch, into that of the Duke of Queens- 
bury, whose Duchess iiivited Gay to visit her 
there : and a cave in the wood is still to be seen 
where the poet is said to have written some of 
his fables. 

At the period of the French Revolution it 
became the temporary home of some of the 
French refugee mms ; and a few years back 
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there were remnants of their tapestry stiU 
hanging on the walls. 

The mansion, a square, heayy looking build- 
ing, standing on the site of the ancient nunnery, 
commenced, but left unfinished by Inigo Jones^ 
who died before its completion, was afterwards 
improved by the Earl of Burlington; and is 
now being enlarged and new modelled by its 
present possessor. Sir Edward Antrobus. 

The groimd round the house, which at the 
time of which we write, 1651, was in an un- 
finished state, is flat and uninteresting ; but the 
clear waters of the Avon wind prettily through 
the park, here flowing with a gentle murmur 
over its pebbly bed — ^there falling in a mimic 
cascade; and finally passing out across the 
road, and taking its course through Salisbury 
down towards Christchurch, where it mingles 
with the sea. 

Rising abruptly from the very edge of the 
river, and forming the western boundary of the 
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park, stands the ancient encampment; steep 
and high, with a broad level space on the top» 
thence sloping away on the opposite side less 
steeply and abruptly, ia several stages down 
into the open plain below, extending many 
miles around. 

The steepest side of the encampment, (that 
towards the park,) is now clothed with beautiful 
trees down to the water's edge, save for an open 
space in the middle, where two diagonal paths cut 
in the downy frontage, after crossing about mid- 
way at the entrance of the cave, ascend to the 
summit. You may range many miles ere you 
meet with a prettier view than greets you from 
the bridge, as you enter the little town of 
Amesbury from the western road, with its 
crystal stream, and its hanging woods ; and its 
picturesque old church, peeping forth from 
amongst the trees to your left. 

Though the house, as we have already said, 
was, at that time, in an unfinished state, and 
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the grounds had received none of the embellish- 
ments bestowed upon them in after years, still 
there was enough of natural beauty to compd 
even the admiration of the young soldier, filled 
though he was with agitating thoughts, and 
coimtless hopes and fears. 

David's having requested permission to retire 
early to rest, on tBe plea of indisposition, had 
enabled his master to leave the hostel without 
a dread of being followed ; and it was with a 
searching eye and buoyant step, that after 
leaping the low paling by the comer of the 
church-yard, he pursued his way across the park 
towards the trysting place, picturing to him- 
self the meeting with his beautiful Edith, not 
as he had met her of late, but as she was when 
he had parted with her before the battle of 
"Worcester; gentle, trusting — ^might he not 
add — ^loving ? 

The moon was riding high in the heavens, 
and clouds of a wild fantastic shape careering 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE SECRET FOE. 217 

ncroas the pale grey tky, now floating away 
into the distance like a funereal train with the 
plumed hearae, and sable horseman — ^then 
gathering in a denser form like to a maiden's 
paU with silver edgings, or sailing on in fleecy 
vapours, now veiling' for a time the orh that 
lent them «11 their beauty, making her seem 
like a fair babe that for mere playftilness con* 
ceals its face, and then looks out again all 
smiles. 

The air was fresh, not keen ; the rain drops 
from a recent shower still glistened on the 
crisping autunm leaves ; and those same flitting 
clouds caused such variety of light and shade 
as would have filled a painter's heart with 
rapture, and did win many a pause and look of 
admiration from even the expecting lover, who 
in his fever of impatience had st^urted long ere 
the appointed time. 

Though Maurice had not before traversed 
the park or wood at night, he had wandered 

VOL. I. L 
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through both by the light of daj, and needed 
no guide to point out the road. 

The belt of wood, following the bend of the 
river and old encamjnnent, formed nearly the 
figure of a semicircle, stretching from the 
western road to that which led to Bulford^ 
and was intersected with many narrow paths, 
or verdant alleys. The old yew tree fixed on 
for the place of meeting stood at the point 
where two of these broad, green roads crossed 
at right angles : so that the ancient yew stood 
in the centre of a circk of greensward, with 
the four paths diverging thence, and the intoi^ 
mediate space filled witL the closely woven 
branches of beech and other trees. 

And a lovdy spot it was which the writer of 
that scroll had chosen for their meeting. The 
turf was short, and soft, and rich ; flecked here 
and there with a bright autumn leaf, that rus- 
tled beneath the tread with a soothing sound, 
turning the mind to those it loved; and on 
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this turf, so soft, so rich, so prettily flecked^ 
looked down the silver moon, that was riding 
high in the sky above, here pouring dowA a 
flood of light, there streaming through ijm 
interlacing boughs in broken beams, shedding a 
softened radiance all around, whilst the broad 
paths, arched over head with a thick foliage^ 
seemed like the dim, gothic aisles of a cathedral 
fading away in distance and in gloom. 

It was a spot on which the fairy queen might 
hold her revels, tripping it lightly with her gay 
band across the verdant lawn, or resting with 
her king beneath the leafy bower, indulge ia 
merry jest and playful mockings with her at- 
tendant courtiers. It seemed the very scene 
for fairy sports. Here we might fancy that 
the gallant Oberon had led the fair Titania 
whilst still a bride, bidding her hold it as her 
own especial bower-f-a royal present from a 
royal bridegroom — a loving gifl ftopa a most 
losing mate — ^to use the words used in the pre- 
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sent day — ^a jointure house for the bright fairj 
queen^ should she be left a widow. 

We will not aver that Fitzmaurice thought 
all this of the fairies, or remembered at the in- 
stant that such beings were, or ever had been 
either in fancy or reality, but if his thoughts 
were bent on one dearer and fairer in hb eyes 
than even poets have depicted Titania and her 
band, still was he influenced by the enchanting 
beauty Of the scene: — ^its softened radiance 
soothed his impatient spirit; and his foot fell 
lighter as he gazed around, whilst his heart 
marked an augury of good in all he saw. 

" The moon in her proud, clear, imclouded 
majesty, yet gentle, touching loveliness is as 
mine own pure and high-hearted Edith : — the 
murmur of the breeze among the waving boughs, 
is^as the witching music of her tones. Why 
comes she not that I may pray her pardon for 
my doubts, and win that pardon by fresh vows 
to trust, and never doubt her more ?" So mur- 
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mured half aloud Maurice Fitzmaurice as he 
paced round within the embowered circle, gaz- 
ing down each long avenue as he passed by. 

He struck his repeater — it was past the ap- 
pointed hour, and yet no Edith EUerslie ap- 
peared in view. Thanks to his own impatience 
he had been waiting there for a full quarter of 
an hour ; and was far too restless to stand stilL 

Again was each avenue keenly examined, 
but in vain ; and the suspicion ^at he had been 
fooled to furnish merriment to Edith, her 
haughty lover, or her saucy waiting-maid, was 
forcing itself upon his mind against his will, 
when a slight rustling reached his eager ear. 

He looked steadily to the south, from whence 
the noise proceeded; but the tliickness of the 
trees in that direction prevented his seeing any 
thing distinctly, for the person or animal, which- 
ever it might be, (the point seemed doubtful) 
instead of approaching by the avenue, was evi- 
dently making its way through the wood as 
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eilentljr it seemed as circumstances would per* 
mit. 

*^ It was stnu^e,'' he thought, and for an 
instant the idea of treadiery came across him^ 
and remembering that he was there alone, and 
beyond the reach of aid, he stepped a few paces 
back, so as to interpose the trunk of th^ yew 
between him and the spot wh^ice the rustling 
proceeded, loosening his sword as he did so 
ready for use should it be needed. 

Then came the pleasing thought that he had 
not a foe on earth, and ashamed of his cowardly 
fear, as he termed it, he withdrew his hand 
from the hilt of the weapon. A still fainter 
sound, a timid footfall, as he thought, on the 
fioft turf to the right, caused him to step out 
from behind the tr^, rivetting his attention for 
a while in that direction. 

It was but a tittuping hare coming up the 
avenue, that at sight of him started aside into 
the deep covert. 
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He turned away with a feeling and gesture 
of disappointment, and as a last hope gazed 
steadily towards the south. The rustling had 
ceased ; but he fancied he heard a low and half 
suppressed breathing. The spot was mostly in 
shadow, and the boughs below were closely 
intertwined ; but exactly fronting him a broken 
moonbeam streamed through the thinner bran- 
ches over head ; and gleamed as he fancied on 
some deadly weapon pointed towards him ; nay, 
he almost believed he could see a pair of eyes 
flashing through the dark leaves, and a hand on 
the trigger of a pistoL 

Maurice Fitzmaurice was brave as man 
need be^ but there was a something startling 
— fearful — in the thought that he who had 
come there expecting to meet her whom he 
loved, and at her bidding too, as he believed, 
should be marked out as a victim by the mid- 
night assassin ; — that he, whose heai't was over- 
flowing with kindly feelings towards all, should 
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yet be the object of deadly hate to one of hi0 
brother men. He could have died in the battle 
field fighting in a cause hallowed by man's 
noblest motives^ without a pang;-^it was a 
soldier's fitting fiite — ^bnt to perish by the hand 
of a base foe who dared not shew his face, 
skulking and creeping with the "vile murderer's 
stealthy step, was a doom for which he had not 
looked — from which he shrank; and yet snch was 
like to be his destiny, for the assassin was pro- 
bably not alone, or at least was well armed for 
the encounter, whilst Fitzmaiuice had nothing 
but his sword. His adversary had evidently 
firearms ; or even if he could succeed in bring- 
ing him within reach of his sword, the arm that 
should wield it was atill painful and feeble from 
the effects of 4e wound, received at Worcester. 
Such were the thoughts that flashed through 
the mind of SStanaurice with the speed of 
lightning ; but though he saw all his danger, 
and for an instant tlie blood rushed back to his 
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hearty the next it was again flowing throagh his 
veins, and he was ready to act as circumstances 
might require, determined not to yield his life 
without a struggle. But before he could decide 
on the best plan to be pursued — ^before he was 
even quite assured that he had not been 
deceived by the shadows and his own fancy, the 
hurrying of quick steps was heard iu the aveiiue 
behind him, and a female rushing forward, with 
a frantic shriek, threw her aims wildly round 
him. 

" Edith, Try love ! fear not," cried the der 
lighted lover, press! .ig, the trembling female to 
his heart, and seeking to reassure her by the 
tenderest epithets. 

" Fool !" muttered the woman as she drew 
him back into the avenue, which she had herself 
just traversed. •* Think you that a high bom 
maiden would de^x>rt herself like a poor silly 
serving wench? or that your cold, and haughty 
L 5 
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beauty would fling her arms around you 
thus?'* 

"Fool, indeed!" thought the vexed lover, 
putting her aside, and crimsoning to the very 
tips of his fingers, on finding that all his tender 
endearments had been poured forth upon the 
old mad woman of the down. 

" Come with me !" she exclaimed, seizing his 
arm, and again attempting to drag him forward. 
•* What do you here?" 

" What do I here? Why, this was the ap- 
pointed spot ; I have been here this half hour." 

** You may thank Heaven that you live to 
say it," she answered solemnly. " But come, 
come away!" she added impatiently, pressing 
him on. 

" Do you come from your mistress ? Would 
you lead me to her ?" questioned Fitzmaurice, 
amazed and bewildered. 

" My mistress ? I have no mistress. Who 



Digitized by VjOOQiC 



THE SECRET FOE. 227 

says I ever had? Would I lead you to her? 
No ! no ! no I Do you know what you are say- 
ing?" asked the woman in an excited tone^ 
looking keenly and wildly into his face. 

" About as much as you do it appears," re- 
plied Fitzmaurice still more bewildered. " I 
mean who sent you hither ?" 

" Wlio should send me hither ? I move at 
the bidding of none; but come and go of my 
own free will," she answered haughtily. 

" Who asked you to come then, good dame ?" 
said Fitzmaurice soothingly. *^ I mean do you 
bring a message from — from — from any one ?" 
he added after a pause. 

^^ Is there a fool in the wide world like to a 
lover?" exclaimed the old woman sharply, 
guessing the name which he had been unwilling 
to utter. " And is it to' look on that pale, 
proud beauty that you linger here, when I 
bade you begone. Have you no pride— no 
thought of your own worth, that you thus fawn 
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on a scornful royalist^ and crawl to the feet of 
one who ^ums you with disdain, and smiles on 
a wealthier wooer?** 

^* I would do no such thing,'* replied the mor- 
tified lover, stung by her words. " But when 
we parted in Woroestershire I had cause to 
hope — to believe — ^ 

" To hope 1 — ^to believe T' repeated the woman 
scornfully, interrupting him with a gesture of 
impatience. ** Many a brave man hath been 
deluded even to death by sudi idld fooleries. 
Is it not cringing and crawling to coine here in 
the hope of meeting her, as your words but 
now revealed, when naught but your meddling 
last night prevented her flight with your rival ?** 

" Is this certain ?** asked Htzmaurice eagerly 
— yet sadly. 

'^ You saw her with him ; and the carriage 
was in waiting to bear her away."^ 

^* But her note in the morning, biddii^ me 
f go and be watchful I* " said Fitzmaurice aft-er 
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a short pause^ scarcely conscious that he was 
speaking aloud. 

" Her note !" repeated the woman as scorn- 
fully as she had before repeated the words — 
hope and believe. " Said I not truly ? — Where 
is the fool so hard to be guided as a lover ? 
Could you think that her delicate fingers ever 
traced such rude letters as those ? Were they 
such as a fine madam would send to the youth 
whom her beauty had fooled ? Why you were 
nothing short of an idiot to think it. And then 
to read plain woris with your eye, and let 
your heart give a meaning they could not bear ! 
Was to bid you-— go— the same as to bid you — 
come ? Well ! that your wisdom gained you 
no evil worse than a ducking, and a sharp 
rating from a saucy waiting-woman." 

" How know you this ?** asked Fitzmaurice 
sharply. 

" Count that I know all things ; but never 
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aek me how," answered the woman myste- 
riously. 

" Then you were the writer of that note," 
observed Fitzmaurice with a sigh, and in a tone 
which told: — 

" 1 hat all his dreams of love were gone. 
And youth's bright hopes for ever flown." 

" Then you loved her — truly loved her," re- 
marked the woman with a softened manner, 
laying her hand more gently on his arm, and 
looking into his face with kindly symj)athy, for 
they had now reached a more open part of the 
wood, and she could see by the pale, cold light 
that his cheeks were of an ashy hue, and his 
white lip quivering with the heart's deep 
agony. •* Think no more of it — ^heed not 
her felsehood — fling her off! — she merits not 
thy love," continued the woman still more 
kindly, shocked at his ghastly look. 
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" Can the chained slave be free at his will ? 
Can we cease to love at a word ?" cried Fitz- 
maurice passionately, glancing up with a gleam- 
ing eye. 

" That can we not. Oh, no ! no ! no ! He 
lies who says it. She doth not truly love who 
would not peril body and soul for him she 
loveth," exclaimed the woman with almost 
frenzied vehemence. 

■ There \g& a something so strange — so wild 
in the woman's manner, that Fitzmaurice gazed 
upon her without speaking. Had she — would 
she peril her soul for one beloved ? and he 
shuddered at the thought. 

She turned from his scrutiny ; and he was 
the first to break the painful silence. 

" Then it is from you that I am to hear that 
which I most wish to hear ; you will explain 
what I most desire to have explained." 

" Who said so ? Wlio said so ? Why ask 
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this of me ?" demanded his singular companion, 
with a vehemence nearly as frantic as before. 

" Nay, my good woman, I have your own 
liote as my warrant for this, and do but use 
your own words," 

^^ It is false ! the words are not mine. I said 
not that I could tell what you most wished to 
hear. I sent you no note, save the one yester- 
day morning." 

" Come, come, good dame, consider a moment. 
These rude letters were never traced by the 
delicate fingers of a high bom maiden. Think 
pf your own words but now ; there is far more 
hope of guiding a fool than a lover," he replied 
with bitterness. 

" So it appeareth," she answered significantly. 
" I tell you I wrote no second note." 

" Then your evil spirit did. Look there !" 
Th^ woman glanced at the paper held towards 
her at first with a careless eye, then, seeming 
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to recognise the writing, she snatched it from 
his hand with trembling eagerness ere he 
guessed her purpose, and tore it into a thousand 
pieces. 

" There ! thare I there is no proof ! no 
proof!" she said in a low and hurried tone, 
flinging the tiny fragments with an exulting 
look into the river that flowed beside them. 

" What mean you by this?" cried the aston- 
ished Fitzmaurice, seizing Jier arm. 

" Too late I too late !" cried his strange com- 
panion with a wild and exulting glee, that 
seemed closely allied to madness, pointing 
trimnphantly to the scraps of paper as they 
sailed down the rapid stream. "There they 
go I Put them together again who can." 

" Then you admit that you wrote that note," 
remarked Fitzmaurice, utterly at a loss to 
account for her singular conduct. 

" I admit nothing." 

** That may be the safest course to pursue if 
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in your power, but xneanB may be found to 
compel a definitive answer," observed Fitz- 
maurice with some severity. " Who threaten- 
ed my life but now at the place of meeting ?" 

" How should I know ? I threatened it not 
and heard no threats.'' 

" This is a poor evasion, woman ; and will 
not serve your purpose. If you heard no mur- 
derous words, you saw the murderous weapon 
pointed at my heart — the murderer's hand 
upon the trigger." 

" The waving of the branches — the falling of 
strange shadows. It was delusion — delusion 
alL You were deceived by your own fears," 
answered the woman wildly and hurriedly, yet 
evidently struggling to conceal the emotion 
caused by his words. 

" Fear !" repeated Fitzmaurice indignantly, 
reddening at the charge. " I am no coward to 
be—" 

" No, no ; I did not mean that," said the 
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woman humbly, interrupting him. '* But at 
night when the shadows fall so darkly and 
strangely ; and in this thick wood, the bravest 
without shame to his manhood, might fancy he 
saw a whole army agidnst him.** 

" It was not fancy, woman. Had I doubted 
before, and in truth I did, your words and man- 
ner, yom- very eagerness to make me disbelieve, 
would make me certain of the fact." 

" Who was the person like ? Did you see 
the face?" asked the woman gazing upon him 
as if her very life depended on the words that 
should issue from his mouth. 

'* No : I saw nothing but two gleaming eyes : 
and the extended arm." 

" H[a ! ha ! said I not so ?" almost shouted 
the woman in her strong excitement. " Two 
glittering glow-worms, and a gnarled branch. 
And would you swear away the life of a human 
creature upon this? Would you rob some 
doting mother of her son, because a bough 
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stretched out towards you, and the shadow of a 
cloud fell down beside it, making it seem like a 
man's form? Shame! shame upon you I I'he 
blood of him done to death by your false 
swearing would cry out for vengeance — 
the curse of the desolate mother jwould cling to 
you through life." 

" I would not swear lightly — I would bring 
none to death for merely seeking to harm me/' 
replied Fitzmaurice, shocked and amazed at 
her startling vehemence. 

"Bless youl bless you! and Heaven will 
bless, you, for you are a good, mcrciftil 
youth !" exclaimed the woman in a transport of 
gratitude. 

**What «« I to comprehend from this?" 
asked the astonished Fitzmaurice, so strange, 
so singular were her sudden transitions of 
mood and manner. "Could you have had a 
hand in seeking my life ?" 

" I seek your life ? — I that would lay down 
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my own to save it ? I, that if you died, should 
hold all hope pn earth — ^in heaven lost ? — ^But 
who said any sought your life ?** she added in 
her former wild, excited tone, " I never said 
so. 

" Your manner admitted it, if not your 
words ; and if you hope for favor at my hands 
for the guilty person, and his advisers, or rela- 
tives, you must tell me all you know." 

" I have nothing to tell," replied the woman 
coldly and haughtily, standing before him with 
her arms crossed on her bosom, and her features 
wearing a loot of the most resolute obstinacy. 

^^ Beware t this denial can do you no good ; 
and may compel me to take you before those 
armed with the powers of the law." 

" And what if it rested with me, by tte 
mere raising of my voice, to bring certain death 
upon thee at this moment ?" replied the woman 
boldly, unmoved as it seemed by his threat. 

'^^ There may be some truth in that. But 
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what if my sword stayed the cry ere it passed 
thy lips?" sidd Fitzmaorice, seizing her arm 
and lialf drawing his sword. 

** Would you shed the blood of an aged 
woman, who hath saved your life, it may be 
once — ^it may be twice ? Do sp, if thou wilt, 
the wrong done to thee will ih^n be avenged 
by thine own hand ; and the curse of the Lord 
will no longer cHng to the evil doer," said the 
woman calmly, making no struggle-— showing 
no fear; but looking him steadily in the face 
as she spoke. 

** No, no ; I would do thee no harm, though 
certain that thy cry would bring me a thousand 
deaths. Thou art a woman, and hast grey 
hair,'* replied the young soldier, releasing her 
arm and sheathing his sword. ^* If thou hast 
done, OS would do me evil, then God forgive 
thee; and to hw judgment I commit my 
cause." 

*^ Thou hast done wisely in so doing. It 
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will be better for thee here and hereafter ; for 
the Lord will judge and avenge thy cause, 
since to him thou hast made the appeal. But 
I tell you again, as I told you before, you need 
never dread evil from me : your death would 
but close the door to repentance, and banish all 
hope of forgiveness," said the woman with a 
solemn earnestness not to be disbelieved ^' And 
for what would you take me before the judges 
of the land ?" she continued more wildly. " Did 
they not question me before ? But I told them 
nothing, for I knew nothing — ^then. And if I 
heard things afterwards that set my brain on 
fire, what came of it? They said I was de- 
ranged, and then — ^they sent me to a madhouse, 
amongst fierce and howling wretches; and I 
was chained, and bound, and .starved, and 
lashed; and yet I told them nothing," she 
concluded with an exulting laugL 

" Poor creatiu-e !" said Fitzmaurice pityingly. 
" I fear you are not in your right senses now.'* 
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" Yes, yes : I am not mad now — ^would that 
I were I for I was tappy then — Chappy amidst 
the howling and the raving round me, for the 
dread curse of blood was not upon my heart. 
Methought I even held thee in my arms, and I 
would sit day after day, week after week rock- 
ing and singing thee to sleep— the sleep that 
rarely came to me. And then your mother 
with her sweet, gentle eyes and kindly tones, 
was ever by my side, praising my care, .and 
watchfulness." 

" Me in thine arms I my mother standing by ! 
Did you know her? Who Was she? Who am 
I?'* cried the agitated Fitzmaurice, pouring 
forth question upon question with a hurry that 
forbade all possibility of reply. 

" Who says that I knew thy mother? t was 
mad when I thought this," answered the woman, 
attempting a show of indifference. 

" You do know her— you can tell what I 
most wish to know. Turn not away ! Pity my 
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agony, and tell me who I am," exclaimed Fitz- 
maurice passionately, gazing eagerly, eearchingly 
into her face, as she had so lately done into 
his. 

" Hush r cried the woman wamingly " I 
hear a step ! — ^steps I — ^there are more than one. 
Fool ! that I was to linger thus. They may pass. 
Let us abide here awhile," she continued in 
strong emotion, dragging her companion behind 
the trunks of some trees that skirted the open 
space, in which they had before been standing. 
" Stir not ! speak not I breathe not ! if you 
would save both our lives, for sword or ball 
shall not pierce you but tlu-ough my body," 
added the woman in a whisper ; — such a whis- 
per; — so hollow — so unearthly — that he who 
heard it involuntarily shuddered. 

Though yielding implicit obedience at the 
instant to this strange woman's commands, an 
obedience the effect rather of the suddenness and 
vehemence of those commands, than any con- 

VOL. I. M 
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viction of their wisdom, Fitzmaurice, after lis- 
tening a moment and hearing nothing, was on 
the point of resisting her will, suspecting tthat 
her purpose had been to divert his attention, 
and prevent further questions, when guessing 
his rebellion she grasped his arm, and pointed 
towards the path dqwn which they had them- 
selves 80 lately come. 

The young soldier could not but admire the 
quickness of sight and hearing in this aged 
woman, for even then it was more than a mi- 
nute before he became perfectly satisfied of the 
approach of two figures shrouded in horsemen's 
cloake. They were in earnest conversation, 
and as they stopped before the trees which con- 
cealed Maurice and his companion from their 
^ iew, that conversation was distinctly heard by 
the young soldier, who easily recognised in one 
of the speakers his rival Captain Tooker : — the 
other was unknown. 

^^ But do you not fear that this busy young 
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roundhead — ^this pert minion of old Noll's,- may 
cross your path and thwart your plans?" 
questioned the stranger. 

" Not I : he may cross my path as he hath 
done already to his own damage, but he shall 
not th^irart my plans. He knows me his rival, 
and shall see me blight all his hopes of love 
and fortune," replied Tooker resolutely. 

^' Nay, if you say so, I count it done ; 
but I had heard that the youth was brave, bold, 
and quick witted ; with a manner and person to 
win favor in woman's eyes." 

** An upstart must make a show of some 
virtues if he would rise in the world ; and for 
a woman's favor — ^the flatteries of him who hath 
gold are of more worth in her eyes, than the 
flatteries of him who hath none." 

" So I have heard it hinted before, and there* 

fore set you down as the winner of the lady, 

who will but show her good taste in preferring 

a gallant young cavalier, to a rascally round- 

M 3 
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head, and upstart to boot as it seems by your 
words, confirming former reports. So this 
rival of yours — ^nay frown not at the term, 
which doth him too high an honor I own, — this 
blood hound of Noll's I would rather say — this 
brewer's dray horse — is the fatherless brat who 
was found in a ditch by Sir Edward Ferring- 
ham some eighteen years ago." 

*^ The same ; and brought up by that worthy 
saint — that miracle of morality, ^and humanity, 
with the same tenderness and advantages as his 
acknowledged son and future heir." 

" Ha 1 ha ! Then the brat is not as fatlier- 
Icss as I imagined." 

^^ Nay, nay ; I speak no scandal of one of 
the Lord General's Saints, lest I should be 
heavily fined for the sin, only some men have 
a genius for finding babes in a ditch ; and it is 
counted a virtue in a pious roundhead, whilst if 
a poor simple cavalier were to do so — " 

" Now heaven forefend that this talent should 
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spread among the poor royalkte, who have 
babes enough to support, from hie majesty 
downwards^ without finding' tliem in ditches, 
and nothing wherewithal to support them," 
replied tjje stranger with a laugh, in which 
Captain Tooker joined; **^ We need make no 
further quest for the father it ©eemeth; but 
who may the mother of the bantling be ?" con- 
tinued the stranger in the same Mght tone. 

" Oh ! that you must ask of Sir Edward 
Ferringham. He says he first saw the child in 
a ditch as he rode late at night across a deso- 
late part of Cumberland, where it lay alone, 
having nearly cried itself to death on a bleak 
winter's evening. There was no human being 
or habitation within sight where the kind — the 
very kind baronet could place it, or learn aught 
of its history, so he could not do less in common 
humanity than bear the squalling boy in his 
arms to the house of the friend with whbm he 
was staying at the time. It is a pity that the 
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Baronet had not been accompanied by atten- 
dants, as is the custom of gentlemen when 
riding by night in lonely parts, as the domestics 
might have corroborated the story, and carried 
the child, bearing witness that his father was a 
thorn-bush — ^his mother a ditch ; and that other 
parents he had none." 

** A marvellously pretty tale !"^ said the 
stranger in the same sneering tone. *^ But how 
old was the boy? Could he tell nothing of 
himself?" 

" He seemed about four years of age ; and 
wondrously well taught, for he tx)ld nothing 
which his parents might have wished concealed. 
He did not knew any thing of a mother — ^he 
did not know any thing of a father — a cross, 
ugly man had carried him on a horse a long 
way ; and then there had been a noise behind ; 
and the cross man had hurt him, and thrown 
him -into the ditch , and when he looked up the 
cross man was gone, and he was frightened and 
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began to cry. AVhen asked hia name he con- 
tinued repeating Maurice — iVIauricc — and hence 
his name Maurice Fitzmaurice." 

" And you say Sir Edward has broiiglit him 
up with as much care and tenderness as he has 
bestowed on his acknowledged son ?" 

" Quite as much : nay, there are who say 
that he holds him in higher estimation than his 
heir ; at least trusts him more fully as being of 
a fiiTuer, bolder spirit." 

^* A marvellous story ! as I said before — and 
a marvellous youth too ! Merlin was only with- 
out a father, but this youth is also without a 
mother ; and as the first brought the Giant's 
Dance* from Ireland, and placed it on yonder 
plain, so perhaps this second may bear it away 
to some other land ; and hence his sojourn in 
the neighbourhood, instead of what we fear. 



• Stone Henge ; see Geoffrery of Monmouth for an account 
oi Merlin*s exploit. 
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Yet I would advise you to keep a sharp look 
out, for I have heard that this Fitzmaurice (it 
should be Fitz-Edward methinks) is not easily 
to be outwitted ; and he seems to be abroad at 
all hours." 

" So let liim !" replied Captain Tooker con- 
temptuously. " In good; truth, he hath had 
something from me already that he liked but 
little ; and had it not been for the intervention 
of another he should have had more. My eye 
h on him; and all his movements known. 
Should he stand in our way, let him look to it ! 
The base-bom churl who would ape the cour- 
tier, and fly his hawk at high game, must be 
taught to know himself." 

" Since your eye is on him, and you will be 
surety that he shall not be troublesome, that is 
sufficient for me : — the lady is your concern ; 
and with her there can be no cause for fear, 
since, setting aside your winning tongue and 
courtly graces, she hath too much pride, being 
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come of an ancient race herself, to wed with a 
base-bom beggar. — So fare thee well, till we 
meet again ; for now we had better part : you 
go your way to Haddington — I mine to Trent 
House ; each with the beet speed we may." 

" A pleasant ride ! good night T And shaking 
hands the two cavalier^ parted, leaving the 
wood by different paths. 

** Let me go ! let tike go !" cried Fitzmaurice 
angrily, striving to break from the grasp of the 
old woman, who for the last few moments had 
been holding him back with one arm, whilst the 
other hand' had been- pressed' on his mouth to 
prevent the utterance of the fierce defiance, 
which she guessed would otherwise have issued 
thence. " Let me go P he repeated struggling 
forth into the open- space. " Let m& teach 
that proud cavalier, with his coarse, bitter 
sneers, that the rascally roundhead— the base 
born churl, hath a sword and an arm wherewith 
to defend thd good namd of his benefactor. 
M 5 

Digitized by VjOOQiC 



250 , THE SECRET FOE. 

Thou art no friend to detain me, when I would 
have hurled defiance at both — paid back their 
Bcom with greater, scorn — and made them deny 
the lying and malicious words which they dared 
to utter," exclaim^ the young soldier, stung 
near to madness by the insulting epithets, and 
scandalous hints of the two royalists. 

" Thou shaft do no murder ! He that wield- 
eth the sword shall perish by the sword !" said 
the woman solemnly, retaining her grasp of his 
cloak. " From the day of thy birth the arm of 
the Lord hath been over thee, shielding and 
guarding thee. Is that arm shortened? Is His 
might lessened that thou wilt not commit thy 
defence to Him^. but would shed the blood of 
thy brother mau for an idle word ?" 

Brought up from his childhood in the belief 
of the pious of that day, that it was a fearful 
sin in a christian to fight a duel, Fitzmaurice 
was the more struck by her earnest appeal. He 
no longer struggled to free himself from her 
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grasp — tlie hand wliich had sought his sworJ 
sank down by his side — his head drooped on his 
breast ; and he stood as one overcome by shame 
and bitter agony ; moved by her bold reproof^ 
yet writhing beneath the insult heaped upon 
him. , 

"Must I bear this? It is too much!'' he 
murmured, clenching his hand, then pressing 
it upon his burning brow and throbbing temples ; 
whilst hissing fiends seemed whispering in his 
ear — shame ! shame ! shame I 

Strange as it may seem,, it had never before 
occurred to him. to hear any ungenerous com- 
ments on his singular story ; and thus the more 
than hints of hia parents' guilt and his own ille- 
gitimacy had beeit^ endowed with double power 
to wound and agonize.. 

" Must I hear shame imputed to my mother ?' — 
shame to my benefactor ? and yet be silent and 
not cast back the lie upon the liars ?" he ex- 
claimed, unconscious that he spoke aloud. 
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"Be calm! be still!" replied the woman 
soothingly. " Who heeds the words of reckless 
and profligate cavaliers, who judge of all others 
by themselves^, and think but lightly of man's 
faith where woman is concerned? Or if he 
spoke but the truth, will his blood wipe the 
shame from thy mother's brow ?" 

'* He spake not the. truth," eried Fitzmaurioe 
vehemently. 

" Then a lie can do thee no harm. Keep on 
thy course as if thou hadst never heard such 
words ; and there is no evil done." 

" No evil, woman ? No e^dl to be told that, 
worse than being fatherless, motherless— I am 
the offspring of sin ! — ^the child of. shame ! dis- 
owned* bjf the mother who bore me-^reared as a 
beggar by the father who should have cherished 
me ! That I should nevelf haVe thought of this be- 
fore I That I should never have guessed what the 
evil minded world would 6Ay I She Was right 
fiot to think of ft base^borh beggah Yes, shd hath 
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done wisely! — the prudent will approve her 
choice. For me — I will away to a foreign land, 
and hide nay shaine where none shall see it," 
cried Fitzmaurice with a burst of passion. 
" Go — go — and go quickly ; it is the best thing 
to be done ; only let me know where thou art," 
said the woman eagerly, his plan of leaving 
England agreeing exactly with. her own; wishes. 
" Ah ! do- you bid me go? Do you say that 
it is all which. is left me ? Then, have I no hope 
to prove the falsehood, of his words," said Fitz- 
maurice with a tone that spoke his utter hope- 
lessness and misery. Then suddenly starting 
into energy again — the energy of passion and de- 
spair rather than hope, he seized the hands of the 
old woman, grasping tkem firmly in both his, so 
that she could not g6, and gazing wildly and 
eagerly into her fii6e, he contimied with a vehe-» 
mence ^ startUiig as had been her own before. 
" Look not aWiy ! think not to leave or deceive 
me 1 I must*-l will know the worst, though 
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knowledge being but greater agony. Speak ! 
and speak truly ! who was my mother ?" 

" Why ask of me 2" replied the woman in 
unsteady tones. 

" Because you owned that you had held me in 
your arms, the while my mother stood beside me." 

"But that was in my madness: I said I 
thought so then*" 

" Trifle not thus with agony like mine," ex- 
claimed the youth, worked up himself well nigh 
to madness. " Speak ! for you know — I read it 
in your faltering tongue, and downcast eyes." 

He paused awaiting her reply ; — none came, 
and then his accents changed to those of pas- 
sionate entreaty. 

" You have talked of eviT done to me in my 
young days, or threatened now by you^ or some 
one dear to you, and prayed my pardon for the 
wrong — I will not only pardon, but bless and 
pray for you beside if you but tell tlie truth 
and set my heart at rest on this one point. I 
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do entreat — nay I will kneel to you if naught 
beside will win a word. By all your hopes 
on earth ! — ^by all your hopes of heaven ! and 
if a mother, by the fond thoughts of your own 
babe, I beg your pity— pray for your reply. 
Am I base-born ?' 

Twice did the womaa turn away,, unable to 
endure his look of agony ; and twice her lips 
moved fearfully ; but not a sound came forth. 
She looked again,, and pity conquered ; it was a 
frightful sight indeed to look upon that youth- 
ful face so lately bright with joy, now pale and 
haggard — the cold dew standing on the rigid 
brow, the beauty of his young form marred 
by mental agony — his blood-shot eyes fixed full 
upon her with a keen, burning gaze, as if his 
fate hung on her words. 

" I would keep sibnce — -I would tell a liie—r / 
/> *"but there is that about you that commands thil 
truth ; and by your side I seem to see your j\ 
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If evil come of what I say, it is not of my 
doing ; — but mind, you promise pardon for the 
past and future. Look boldly up ! You are 
no base-born beggar ; but a full mateh for him 
who used the wordsi** ^ 

" Who is my father then — Sir Edward Fer- 
ringham ?'' gasped fbrlAi Fitzmauriee. 

" No; but one of aa high lineage, and great 
worth, though somewhat stem.' ■ 

" And my motheiv— was she ?" questioned 
the youth unable to conclude the sentence. 

" Pure and high-minded, and of equal birth 
with him who called her wife. Shame on her 
son to think a stain ^uld rest tipon her 
fame!" 

" Thank Heaven ! ahd bless you ! bless you 
for these words I" exclaimed Fitzmaurice fer- 
vently, Veiling his faC^ with his halids to hide 
the tears of joy that cm^ to eoot his burning 
brain. " This is beyohd* my highest hoJ)es— I 
Qan h^af all thiDgS Ao\y. But tell m^i doeis my 
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mother live ? Where is she now ? I shall not 
quite believe I have a mother until I feel her 
arms around my neck." 

" Poor youth ! That thou canst never feely 
LHer body rests in the dark grave — ^her spirit 
, wanders through tlie sky. There ! there, she 
. is above us now^ I see her looking down with 
'a^ sweet heavenly smile,** replied the woman 
Svildly, pointing upwards. 

" Where ?" asked Fitzmaurice eagerlJ^ 
" I call see nothing, but a soft white cloud," he 
added in a disappointed tone, led away invo- 
luntarily for the moment by his companion's 
earnestness, though the next instant conscious 
of his own folly. 

" That is her floating robe ; but see ! she 
waves her hand — we must away! I have 
already Kngered far too long," and seizing her 
companion's arm, the woman hurried him on 
heedless of his remarks and questions, till the 
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latter became so importunate as to compel a 
reply. 

" Dees my father live ?" asked the yoimg 
soldier for the fifth time at least. 

" I will tell you no more," said the woma|J 
in a vexed tone. 

*^ His name ! — only his name ! — tell me that 
I implore you !" pleaded Fitzmaurice. 

" No, no ; I will tell you no more, I have 
already told you enough to endanger the lives 
of both," she replied ; and not one word more 
could Fitzmaurice gain by prayers or bribes. 

Her lips continued resolutely closed, and she 
would neither stop nor slacken her pace, till 
they had quitted the wood, and stood together 
in the open park, where no lurking foe could 
be concealed. 

" It is in vixin to urge me further," she said 
at length, releasing his arm, and proceeding 
with slower steps. ^^ You already know more 
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than you should know for your own good — 
more than I ever intended to tell you, save on 
my death-bed ; but I could not look upon your 
suffering and not be moved ; I sought you as 
a matter of duty, to save — to serve another ; 
but your kindness has won upon me ; and I 
would now save and serve you for your own 
sake alone. The better to do • this you must 
promise me to avoid a quarrel with Captain 
Tooker, and never to tell to human being what 
you have seen and heard to-night ; but above 
all you must pledge 'your word to make no 
further enquiries as to your own birth, but 
wait the Lord's good time for restoring you to 
yoiu* rights." 

" I will make no such promise, for I could 
not keep it," said Fitzmaurice candidly. " Till 
I know all that concerns my parents, I shall 
never be at rest." 

" Ah ! this is my doing! — this is my folly ! — 
that I could not hear your prayers unmoved !" 
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replied the woman passionately, stamping with 
irritation. " If you knew what I have risked 
this night for your sake, you coiild not — you 
durst not refuse me. Must I meet with ingra- 
titude from you, for whom I hare borne so 
much r 

" I would not be ungrateful," said Fitz- 
maurice touched by her appeal*, " though my 
debt seems not so great in my eyes as in yours,\ 
You have told me that I need not blush for my 
birth : and I bless you for so saying ; and you 
stayed me from quarrelling with my haughty 
rival; but in all this I see no such great peril 
to yourself," 

" Thwart me not, boy, as you value your 
own safety !" cried the woman vehemently. 
" My head is not always as it should be; and 
the thoughts of the past as they have come 
across me to-night, go nigh to make me a ma- 
niac as in bygone years. You know not what 
you say — you know not the dangers that sm*- 
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round you — the secret foe who seeks your 
ruiiL But for me, you had ere now ceased to 
breathe/' 

*' Ha! then I wrs not deceived, though you 
tried to persuade me that I had been fooled by 
my fancy. I saw the murderous arm — the 
murderous weapon." 

" I said not so," remarked the woman hur- 
riedly; but she trembled as she said it, and 
could not meet his eye. 

" And yet it is so nevertheless," pursued 
Fitzmaurice. ** Why save the victim, and 
yet seek to shield the assassin ?" 

" Will you give me the promise I ask ?" de- 
manded the woman abruptly. 

" Not till you tell me my own name, ^ and 
that of my secret foe." 

" I will tell you neither : so go your 

way — run your own course ; and be a corpse 

ere the close of the week," answered the woman 

- angrily. " I would have saved you ; but you 
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would not — your blood be upon your head : I 
can no longer be held answerable for it." 

^' My life is in the keeping of a higher 
pawer, good dame ; and I promised you pardon 
for the past and the future so may not compel 
you to speak ; but methinks, should I die as 
you foretel, your conscience will be none the 
clearer ; and so saying I wish you good night," 
replied Fitzmaurice, vexed in his turn, and 
moving away. " If evil come from your half 
confidence, the blame will rest with you." 

" Stop ! stop I what would you do ?" ex- 
claimed the woman, hurrying after him. 

** Only report all I have heard to the Lord 
General Cromwell and Sir Edward Ferrlngham ; 
and see if they cannot arrive at the truth," 
replied the young soldier drily. " I have made 
you no promise of secrecy." 

" Euin ! ruin ! death to you, and ruin to all I" 
exclaimed the woman w^ith frantic gestures. 
" And it will be my doing ! I shall but hasten 
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the destruction of soul and body that I thought 
to prevent. I pitied your agony — ^now pity 
mine," she continued grasping his hands as he 
had grasped hers, and looking as wildly and 
eagerly into his face. Promise to tell nothing- 
ask nothing now ; and hereafter I will see you 
restored to your rights, let the doing so cost me 
what it may. Speak! speak! more than my 
life — the life — the soul of another Iiangs on 
your words. It is a woman — an aged woman 
who pleads for mercy — for a brief silence." 

*^ And she shall not plead in vain, though that 
she asks is no trifling sacrifice," said Fitzmaurice 
kindly. 

" It will bring a blessing upon you — doubt it 
not !" replied the woman gratefully, pressing 
his hand to her thin pale lips." You will live 
to circumvent your secret foe; and take the 
station that befits you ;— only be calm and 
patient." 

" Alas I my good dame, I hope my prosperity 
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depends not on my coolness and patience ; for 
in truth I was never noted for either," replied 
the youth with a smile. 

" Yet both may be needed against a foe so 
keen and resolute/' said the woman, shaking 
her head. 

" Tell me the name of this foe ; that I may 
guard against him.'' 

"No, no; remember your promise to ask 
nothing." 

" As you please upon this subject. I never 
engaged not to guess, and methinks I could tell 
you the name of this dreaded foe, whcm I dresd 
not at all." 

" Impossible I" said the woman in seme sur- 
prise. " Give his name if you can." 

"Tooker." 

" You are wrong ; he is not your friend ; but 
he will not step out of his way to take your 
life." 

"Nay, then you are deluded yourself, or 
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would delude me ; I have done no wrong to 
any, and have not an enemy in the world'' 

" It is vou who are deluded ; there ie one 
who seeks your life — who thirsts for your 
blood ; and will scruple at no means to accom- 
plish his ends. To avoid his enmity^ you must 
quit this neighbourhood immediately." 

^^ That is out of the question, for Henry 
Ferringham is coming hither on Monday ; and 
I have promised not only to abide his coming, 
but to remain at Amesbury some time longer 
should he desire it" 

" Fool ! madman ! Would you lose your 
life for a mere idle form — a meeting with a 
youth scarcely as sharp-witted an yourself?" 
exclaimed the woman with a burst of passion, 
^^ I see too well I shall watch and toil and all 
in vain : — my efforts will.avail me nothing, can 
you not meet this youth elsewhere ?" 

^^ No ; he insists on my meeting him here, 
and why am I less safe in this neighbourhood 

VOL I. N 
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1 ftan in any other part of England ?** questioned 
Fitzmaurice. 

** I would have you quit the country al- 
together." 

" Thank you for the wish of placihg the sea 
between us: but I would rather remain in 
merry England. Yet I have little pleasure in 
abiding here eitfcer," he added bitterly ; " but 
you must give me a better reason for my depar- 
ture ere I go." 

** You will listen to n© reason," said the 
woman gloomily. ** I have said that your life 
is threatened ; and my orvm is risked by the 
warning." 

" Nay, trust me I will never betray that the 
warning cjime from you ; but I cannot act 
^ipon it without more proof — more expla- 
4iation." 

" And I can give you neither ; you have 
received too much of both already. I see how 
it is — ^you think thiat I am as in former days." 
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" I wiU not say that you are far from the 
truth; your whole conduct is eo stnuoige, bo 
mcomprdiensibley that I know not what to 
think ; you must tell me more.** 

'^ I will tell you no more," cried the woman 
interrupting him. *' It would be useless if I 
did ; but take my last warning, since I can do 
no better. If you will abide here, avoid the 
wood — ^ride not alone by night — and get thee 
an honester serving man, as quickly us may 
be." 

^^ Good advice there can be no doubt ; but 
tell me the name of her who gives it?** 

^^ And if I told you her name would it do 
you a service, or could you tell whether she 
told you true or false? Moreover, is this your 
promise to ask no questions.'^ 

" 1 understood not that my promise extended 
to your name.'* 

" It extends to all things connected with me. 
Should we meet by chance, take no notice of 
N 3 
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me, till I speak to you ; reveal to no one what 
has passed to-night, and ask no question of 
your birth either of me, or of others. This you 
have promised." 

" But how long is this silence to last ? My 
engagement does not stand for ever." 

" For a year — ^perhaps year* ; — ^it must 
depend on events.'* 

** Bather on my will," said Fitzmaurice re- 
solutely. " You must be more reasonable, or I 
tvdll not pledge my word. Think how I shall 
pine to kriow my parents ! think of the pas- 
sionate longing which a foundling feels to know, 
that h;e is not alone in the wide world 1 — ^that 
he can claim the name — ^the kindness of some 
loviiig heart !" 

'^ Perhaps six months may suffice," said the 
woman reluctantly, " or three — we will say 
three," she added still more unwillingly, seeing 
that Fitzmaurice shook his head. 

*' That is the very utmost.; after that I am 
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free to seek my parents, and reveal all I have 
heard," said the young soldier resolutely. 

'* If you will have it so," replied the woman 
sadly ; " though naming me may blight my 
hopes, and prove my death." 

" Your keeping back so much which I would, 
and ought to know, m^y cause me unintention- 
ally to do you an injury, which I should be 
sorry for; but willingly I would do you no 
harm, though your words and your motives are 
equally incomprehensible," said Fitzmaurice 
kindly. 

" I will rely on your friendly feeling ; but to 
tell more would do good to none," replied the 
woman, touched by his kind and gentle manner. 
" And now away ! for we have lingered here 
too long. Remember my warning, and pray for 
those who have wronged you. — They need your 
prayers." 

" Stay," said Fitzmaurice detaining her. " I 
am not overburdened with this world's gear, as 
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some would think, but thanks to my noble pro- 
tector, %r Edward Ferringjiamy have more than 
enough tor my own wants ; and something to 
spare for my friends. Take this I the wind is 
-igetting keen even now ; and ere the snows of 
December come thou wilt require a warmer 
cloak." 

*^ No, no : I take no gold from you," answer- 
ed the woman drawing back with a shudder. 

^* Nay, nay : be not so proud 1 I owe you 
far more than this trifle, if you have saved my 
life to-night, as I more than suspect you have." 

'^ It is not pride," said the woman shaking her 
head, with a mournful look. ^^ I can take no 
gold from you — ^it would seem- as the price of 
blood ; but far less will I touch the gold of him 
who hath done you wrong. Had I lacked zeal 
in your service before, this kindness had bound 
me yours for ever. Away to your rest ! away ! 
away I" she added wildly, her hand involunta- 
rily pointing towards the wood, as if she fan- 
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cied or heard some threatening sound proceed- 
ing thence. 

" And you—'' 

" It matters not where I abide — there Is no 
rest for me : but you are young and innocent," 
said the woman, interrupting him. " Away ! 
away I if you would not bring evil uj)on me," 
she added in a more hurried tone, stemping with 
impatience at his delay. 

" Farewell then, dame : and God be with 
you." 

" And may His blessing rest on you, kind 
youth," answered the woman in a gentler tone. 
" He shall not die if I can save him, let what 
will come," she added resolutely, a^ she watched 
his departing steps. 

" I wonder if my sick, honest serving-nian 
hatli quitted the hostel during my absence," 
thought Fitzmaurice, as he mounted the stairs 
that led to his chamber, some rather dark and 
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unflattering sosplcions passing through his raind 
at the moment. 

"How is my servant?" he asked of the 
landlady, whom he encountered on the landing- 
place. 

" Oh I sir, doing weU* I gave him a warm 
posset, and he hath been sleeping sweetly ever 
since, as his snoring would have told, even if I 
had not been into his room to see how he got 
on. I never heard him snore so loud before ; 
but mayhap he hath a cold in his throat, for it 
is going about, as I hear. Would not you let 
me make you another warm posset, sir, jui^t 
such as you had last night? I am sure it 
would do you good. I have kept up the fire 
on purpose." 

To please the good woman as well as to get 
rid of her, Fitzmaurice accepted her offer with 
his usual gracious manner, but alas ! this posset, 
like the one on the preceding evening, failed to 
jirocure him peaceful slumber. He had looked 
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in on David to satisfy himself as to the truth of 
the landlady's report His snoring had not 
ceased at his master's entrance, nor had his eye- 
lids winked when the candle was passed before 
them ; aiid yet Fitzmaurice, as he lay on his 
bed tJiinking over the events of the last few 
hours, could not divest himself of a suspicion 
that honest David Frewen was not quite as 
trustworthy as he would fain be thought. 

That he had not quitted his chamber during 
his master's absence seemed fully proved ; but 
to that master's ear his snoring sounded rather 
too lou J to b^ natural : this might arise from the 
cold in his throat that was going about, or from a 
desire to give audible proof that he had been in 
his chamber the whole evcAing, and therefore 
could not have been in Amesbury wood. 

Nor was this the only point on which Fitz- 
maurice felt there was a difficulty of arriving 
at a just conclusion. Let his thoughts turn on 
N 5 
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which event he would for the last week he 
found it utterly impossible to connect cause and 
effect in a mode satisfactory to common sense ; 
and he whose life since his adoption by Sir 
Edward Ferringham had been passed in a con- 
tinuous course of every day occurrences, with- 
out one startling or mysterious circumstance to 
break the even tenor of his way, now foimd 
himself, as it should seem, the sport of secret 
friends, and secret foes ; — the puppet of some 
strange and mystical influence, which he could 
neither understand nor control. Who were his 
parents ? who was his secret foe? and who his 
friend, the unknown woman? Had she written 
the note which she had so triumphantly de- 
stroyed? Had his life been sought in the 
;WOod? If so by whom, and from what motive? 
And last, not least, was Edith false ? 

To the preceding questions it was impossible 
to answer so as to content even himself; his 
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life since his sojourn at Amesbury seemed a 
chaos of dark things, which he found it beyond 
his power to reduce to order ; from which no- 
thing clear or tangible could be extracted; 
whilst this closing question, to which he 
mlglit have replied, he desired to leave un- 
answered. 

Edith was false ! Seeing what he had seen 
— hearing what he had heard — it could not — it 
should not be doubted; yet he would not 
answer the question, for the very asking it alone 
was as if a dagger had passed tlu'ough his 
heart. Her love had been his brightest hope, 
his highest joy ; and what were life without it ? 
a dark and arid wilderness. 

" I will not think of her," he muttered, set- 
ting his teeth lest bitter words should be poured 
forth upon her. " I will not think of her I" 
and yet he thought of little else, till his hot 
blood ran through his veins like molten lead. 
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tiien, stayed in its swift oourse^ seemed frozen 
into ioe,, whilst gibbering forms appeared to his 
heated fancy to stand around his beds mockiog 
his agony. 
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CHAPTER VL 



So wild and haggard was his look when he left 
his chamber on the succeeding morning, at a 
much later hour than usual, that the good land- 
lady was put out of conceit with her pet posset, 
and began to doubt its infallibility ; happily how- 
ever for her self-complacency the cure on the 
servant appeared as decided, as the failure on 
the master. David Frew en was not even hoarse ; 
and looked as well, if not better, than he had 
done during his sojourn at the Lord General ; 
whilst Maurice Fitzmaurice, on the contrary. 
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looked like one who had ridden hard all night, 
with a band of furies in pursuit, so leaden eyed 
and careworn had the fever left him. Nor was 
the weather such as could mend the health or 
spirits of a sick man, the seat of whose disorder 
was the mind; for the rain poured down in 
torrents, making his small apartment seem more 
gloomy, and forbidding every hope of leaving 
the house that day. The inactivity of the body 
only increased the activity of the mind; and 
thought at such a moment must be painful. 

"The flood, sir! the flood I" cried David 
Frewen, bursting into his room about nine 
o'clock, exhibiting an unusual d^ree of ex- 
citement. 

" The what?" asked Maurice calmly, looking 
up from the fire over which he had been cower- 
ing the whole day, only speaking because his 
servant stood beside him as if expecting a reply 
or question, and apparently determined not to 
depart without receiving one or the other. 
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" The flood, sir ! the flood ! why the Avon 
is raging and tearing along like mad," repeated 
David impatiently. 

"Let it rage!" replied Fitzmaiirice as if 
scarcely conscious of what he said, looking again 
at the fire, and waving his hand to dismiss the 
servant. 

" Let it rage, sir ! Mercy on us ! why its 
coming down, roaring and bellowing like a mad 
bull! Such a flood hath not been known for 
years." 

" Let it come I" said Fitzmaurice with a little 
more animation than before, as if the warring 
passions in his own bosom were soothed by the 
warring of the elements without. " The sweep- 
ing of the hollow blasts around the house ; and 
the roaring of the wind in the wide chimneys is 
very grand. Bid them bring more wood: I 
shall sit up for some time longer." 

" If you should not be washed away, sir. Do 
you call that fine?" asked the trembling ser- 

Digitized by LjOOQIC 



280 THE SECRET FOB. 

vanty as a fiercer blast burst as it seemed above 
the house, and then died away with a mournful 
howl in the large open chimney. 

" The houses here are too far from the river 
to suffer much damage," remarked Fitzmaurice 
with indifference, after listening to the last 
whisper of the startling blast. " If you fear, 
go where you will for safety." 

" I am not afraid for myself, sir," replied the 
man, though he trembled as he spoke; ^^and 
mayhap there may not be much damage done 
here ; but the poor people at Bulford — " 

*^What of Bulford?" exclaimed his master 
eagerly, ere he could close the sentence. 

" A man has just come over from thence, 
and he says the whole village is under water ; 
and that every house near the river will be 
swept away." 

" Saddle my horse !" cried the young soldier, 
starting up and making some hurried strides 
towards the door. "But no I" he added bit- 
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terly, stopping abruptly, and unconsciously 
giving utterance to his thoughts. "It is no 
place for m^ : — she hath chosen another, let him 
protect her. She would scorn my aid." 

In spite of his resolutions not to think of 
Edith EUerslie, poor Maurice had thought of 
little else for many hours ; and from such think- 
ing had become convinced of her falsehood : no 
wonder therefore if he spoke with a little bit- 
terness. 

" They say that the water is rushing down 
the field across the road; and that the great 
house will be carried away, for it aint well 
built, and was imdermined in the flood 'before; 
but Squire Warren will be sure to take care of 
himself, let what will happen to his niece," 
remarked David Frewen, who had been intently 
watching his master's countenance. 

"Saddle my horse as quickly as you can. 
Use good speed, and you shall be rewarded," 
exclaimed Fitzmaurice after a brief silence; 
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his wrongs forgotten in the thought of Edith's 
danger. 

'* I will save her, though for another, or die 
in the attempt ;" he said to himself, as flinging 
on hat and cloak he rushed forth into the yard. 

Could this be the haggard, care-worn looking 
youth, who but five minutes since had seemed 
the prey of hopeless, listless misery ? If there 
was none of the brightness of joy about him, 
there was the energy of a high, and noble pur-" 
pose : — the lofty bearing of a generous impulse. 

" Haste ! haste T he exclaimed impatiently 
to David, whose trembling fingers seemed un- 
willing to perform their office, aiding him to 
^Jie utmost of his power, heedless of the pelting 
rain and whistling wind ; and utterly deaf to 
the entreaties and remonstrances of his kind 
hostess and prudent host. 

" It will be of no use to go, sir, by the 
downs, as you did tefore, as the bridge m^y be 
swept away ; and then you. would be on the 
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wrong side of the water,** said David in a hesi- 
tating tone. " The shortest way is to turn out 
of the Andover road — " 

" At the first gate to the left — I remember ; 
you showed it to me the otlier day," replied his 
master interrupting him. " But what ails you, 
man, that you shake like an aspen ? Have you 
never heard wind and rain before? I do not 
bid you go with me," he added taking the girth 
from the trembling hands of the domestic, and 
drawing it up himself. " Are you ill ?" 

" David in reply muttered something about 
not having recovered from his attack of the 
preceding day. 

" Ah ! I had forgotten that, then away witl\^ 
you to bed I it will do you no good to be here," 
said Fitzmaurice putting him aside. " But 
stay !" he added, ** you have made as much 
haste as your trembling would allow, so here is 
the promised reward. Who shall foresee the 
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eventfl of an hour? I may not return — so take 
it now." 

For the first time in his life the fingers of 
David Frewen failed to close over the money 
placed in his palm : and moved by the kindness 
of his master's tone, and melancholy allusion to 
his possible fate, a feeling of pity and regard 
came over the wily serving man, such as he 
had not felt for years — not since his earliest 
boyhood, ere gold had become his idol, and 
self-interest the moving motive of his life. 

For a moment he stood silent and motionless, 
startled and stupified : then, springing forward, 
he laid his hand on the arm of Fitzmaurice, as 
he was on the point of mounting, and said in a 
low but earnest voice : — " Go not that road T' 

** Why not F*^ questioned his master abruptly, 
surprised at his words, as he had himself pro- 
posed that road, but a few minutes previous. 

" It is rough and miry : you will not be able 
to get along there. If you keep on the Andover 
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road till you get to the hollow, where it crosses 
the track to Salisbury, and then turn down to 
your left, it will be much better," replied David 
Frewen with a mii^ling of indecision and ear- 
nestneas that nuist have struck his master at 
any other time. 

" What go more than a mile tt>und, when I 
may be late as it is ?" exclaimed Fitzmaurice 
breaking from liis hold, and springing on his 
horse. 

" Don't go the short road, sir ! — don't !" cried 
David catching at his cloak ; but a bound of 
the spirited steed tore the cloak from his grasp ; 
and ere he could say more the horse and his 
rider were out of hearing. 

"I warned him! — if he woidd not heed I 
could not help it. It is liis own doing : and if 
any thing should happen, I cannot be held to 
account for his rashness," muttered David as 
he turned to enter tlie house. 

" L»a ! Master Frewen, how could you let 
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your fine young master go out such a night as 
thi:j ? — and all alone too T exclaimed the hos- 
tess, stepping out from the bar. 

" As if I could help it, Mistress Yates. 
Captain Fitzmaurice will always do as he likes, 
let who will say him nay. I warned and en- 
treated him not to go as you can all bear wit- 
ness," replied David Frewen, appealing to the 
host and the old hostler, who had overheard the 
last part of his conversation with his master. 
" You can vouch that I clung to his cloak, 
hegging him not to go, and trying to detain 
him." 

" Ay, that we can," answered both in a 
breath. 

" But why did you tell your master any- 
thing about the flood?" questioned the perti- 
nacious hostess. ** You might have known with 
his fine, high spirit, kind and good as he is, that 
he would hurry off to see if he could be of use. 
And he, ill as he is, to go out such a night as 
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this! I should not wonder if he never came 
iMick alive." 

" Why should you fancy that ?" asked David 
in a faltering tone, and looking down as he 
spoke. 

"Why only think how ill he looked this 
morning : more like a ghost than a fine, hand- 
some young gallant as he is ; and then to night, 
as he passed out his eyes were like two burning 
coals. If any harm should come to him Master 
Frewen, I shall maintain to my dying day that 
it is all your doing," said the hostess sharply. 

" Now hold your peace, good wife. Don't 
you see how you have frightened Master 
Frewen with your ^^abbling : he is as white as 
a ghost himself; and his very teeth are chatter- 
ing," observed the host. 

" It is an awful night ; and the cold wind 
crossing the yard hath brought on the shivers 
again. I wish the Captain had taken my 
Warning," said David looking whiter and whiter. 
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" I had better go to bed as my master ordered ; 
for I am not fit to sit up." 

" Nor to serve such a kind young gentleman," 
muttered the hostess as he went to his room, 
making no offer of a warm posset, as she had 
done the night before. 

The short cut against which he had been 
warned by David, Fitzmaurice found to his 
cost was any thing but a safe, or pleasant road. 
Rarely used except by carts and waggons ; and 
never very smooth in the best of weathers, the 
late heavy rains had rendered it nearly impas- 
sable ; and the young soldier fretted and chafed 
at the little progress he made, notwithstanding 
the goodness of his horse, the poor animal in 
some parts sinking in above his fetlock joints at 
every step, at others slipping for several feet 
along the slimy, chalky soil. To incre^ his 
annoyance, the rain drove against his face, the 
wind caught his cloak, whirling it in fantastic 
forms above his head, and he could hear far 
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down below him, though hid from his view hj 
intervening trees^ the rush of the swoUen river, 
which if it did not roar and bellow exactly like 
a mad bull, according to David Frewen, was 
still sufficiently loud in its rage to increase his 
fears for Edith's safety. 

The road was in fact but little more than a 
bridle track, through fields of arable land, 
bounded on the lower side by a high hedge, and 
some tall elms cresting the steep green bank 
that sloped down to the water's edge ; the Avon 
at this part being divided into two streams, em- 
bracing an islfmd of considerable extent. 

About half way between Bulford and Ames- 
bury, stood a small bam, or shed, distant from 
any other building; and the space immediately 
fronting this lonely shed, besides being narrower 
at this part of the road than any other, was en- 
cumbered by some harrows on the further side, 
so that little room was left for passing. 

Speeding on as fast as the heavy soil would 
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allow^ his horse's feet would have become en- 
tangled m the harrows, had not the cessation of 
the blinding rain at the moment, and a transient 
gleaming of light enabled Fitzmaurice to per- 
ceive and avoid the danger. Drawing up the 
animal so abruptly, as nearly to throw him on 
his haunches, for his fore foot was on the 
harrows, and too eager to reach Edith EUers- 
lie to take note of indifferent things, Fitzmau- 
rice, without perceiving that there was a large 
square window or opening on the side of the 
shed tov^ards him, was on the point of turning 
his bridle so as to pass immediately before it, 
along the only part of the road left free from 
incumbrance, when the spirited steed, startled 
by some object which had escaped its master's 
notice, cleared the harrows at a leap, and 
rushed wildly on, refusing for some minutes to 
yield obedience to the curbing rein. 

A flash of Hght, and the report of firearms 
revealed to Fitzmaurice the cause of his horse's 
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terror : — but for that sadden leap his life might 
have paid for his humanity; that is, if the ball 
which ndiistled by had been aimed at him* 

This was no time for conjecture, much less 
for examination ; and the young soldier dashed 
on his way scarcely conscious at the moment of 
what had occurred. Turning up a lane at the 
end of the meadow, across which he had raced 
so madly but two nights before, he soon enter^ 
the village ; and passing before the picturesque 
old church, rode up to the front of the Great 
House as the villagers termed it. 

The river bursting its banks above the mill, 
as David had sold, was flowing down the field 

m 

and across the road into the house itself; and 
the moon, breaking at the moment firom behind 
a cloud driven on by the whistling wind, shone 
down on the plain of waters with a pale and 
sickly light , but a few moments of observation 
and a question addressed to one of the villager^ 
o 3 
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banished all fear for the safety- of Mr. Warren^ 
or his relatives. 

The water standing before the door was little 
more than a foot in depth, whilst the mansion 
was firmly built, and so far from the course of 
the river, that the overflowing waters came down 
the field with a gentle dignity that pleased, 
rather than a rushing power that might alarm ; 
and dampness with consequent colds, coughs, 
itnd fevers were the greatest evils to be appre- 
hended by the inmates of Bulford House. 

A moment's consideration when told of the 
flood might have shown this to Fitzmaurice, 
and saved him a wet and hazardous ride ; but 
David had hinted of danger to Edith, and how 
could he judge calmly when she might be in 
peril? He had come resolved to play the 
hero — ^and rescue the faithless Edith even at 
the risk of his own life ; and now the suspicion 
was creeping over him — ^that ins^^ead of playing 
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the hero, he was playing the fool, forcing his 
services on one who did not need them; and 
who would probably reject them with scorn. 
Should he return as speedily as he had come, or 
should he knock at the door and offer his aid ? 
He looked at the expanse of water before him, 
across which fell the varying shadows of the 
tall trees, that waved backwards and forwai'ds 
in the wind — he listened to the roar and the 
rush of the Avon, and the spirit-like moaning 
of the breeze among the stately poplars, and 
sycamores behind him ; and forgot for a moment 
his doubts and fears in the singularity and 
wildness of the scene. Then he looked again 
at the house to gather from thence some sign, 
whereby to determine his course. 

Lights were flitting from window to window ; 
and he had nearly satisfied himself that a female 
figure gazing out from one in the first story 
was Edith EUerslie herself; and was on the 
point of pl-offering his services when light and 
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figure moved awaj, and he was left doabtfnl 
as before. 

Absorbed in his anxiety for Edith he had 
quite forgotten that there were other beings in 
the world as capable of being drowned, and 
possibly as.reluctanty till recalled to a remem- 
brance of the fact by the exclamations of two 
or three men who had gathered round him. 

''Are they safe?" shouted one to a man, 
who was running up from the bridge* 

** Safe I no— nor like to be. They must all 
be drowned poor things I for the boat has 
broken away, and gone down the stream, and 
the horses won't face the water. There is 
Holden shouting for help which we can't give 
him — ^his wife screaming, and all the children 
crying and clinging to their fitlher and mother. 
It is enough to set one crying too." 

''What can bedone to help them?" enquired 
Fitzmaurice ever ready to assist the unfortunate. 

" Little, sir, I am afraid ; unless we can get 
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a horse to face the water, for it is more than a 
man's life is worth to venture in on foot; and 
we have no boat, and could not keep it steady 
if we had," replied the man respectfully. 

" Have you any blind horse in the village P** 
asked Fitzmaurice. 

" Farmer Dobbins have got one, sir.** 

" Then bring it directly ; and I will go down 
and see wliat I can do with mine," cried the 
young soldier, galloping towards the mill as he 
spoke, with the water splashing before and 
behind him. 

It was a strange and startling scene that met 
his eye as he reached the end of the field. It 
was the close of the sabbath ; but there was 
nothing of the calm and silence which we love 
to attribute to that holy day. The whole of 
the distance from the comer of the field where 
he drew up his horse, to within a short space 
in front of the little hostel across the bridgei 
where he had passed so many hours but two 
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days since, wa« a broad expanse of water which 
flowed 00 fiercely across the road at the foot of 
that bridge; and beneath its arches, as to 
leave little hope that it would escape uninjured ; 
indeed part of one of the piers had already 
given way ; and the centre arch was expected 
every moment to fall in, which by impeding the 
course of the stream must increase the danger 
arising from the flood* 

The mill, as we have already said, was alow, 
irregular building partly brick, partly wood, 
situated at the head of a small green island, 
where the Avon, after flowing in one calm, deep 
current through fertile meadows, parted into 
two streams, one of which passing under the 
mill set the machinery at work, whilst the other, 
falling over a weir, flowed round the further 
side of the island, where their waters again 
imited, a few yards above the bridge. The 
only path to the mill was along a low and nar- 
row causeway, at right angles with the road. 
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and running parallel to the end of the field from 
which it was separated by a strip of water, 
which passed out into the river beyond by a 
narrow channel. The water on both sides of this 
path was generally so shallow, as scarcely to cover 
the insteps of the village children who delighted 
to paddle about in it, seeking for loches and 
sticklcrbacks ; but now it was not only of con- 
siderable depth, but increasing every moment, 
as the river, from having broken its bounds above 
the mill, was pouring rapidly into it at the side 
of the building across the field. Even the cause- 
way was considerably more than two feet under 
water, whilst the current set strong towards the 
large stone bridge ; and the river came rushing 
and roaring through the mill, with the noise of 
a mighty cataract, flinging up its glittering 
spray high into the air, foaming and tumbling 
beneath the slight and rickety planks that con- 
nected the island with the land on that side. 
To add to the terrors of the scene, the wind 
o 5 
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seemed striving to outroar the water; whilst 
the old mill shook and tottered at every furious 
gust ; and the trees flung their dark boughs wild 
and wide, creaking and crashing in the blast. 

Only the tops of the pollard willows that skirted 
the island were to be seen ; not a spot of the green 
meadow on which they stood; and the water 
roimd the house, and on the causeway was 
rising higher and higher every moment ; whilst 
the miller's family might be perceived, by the 
cold dim light of the misty moon, huddled to^ 
gether on that frail, wooden bridge, hanging as 
it were above the tumbling torrent, now cling- 
ing to each other, now stretching forth their 
arms to those beside the road, whilst the 
shouts of the man, and the shrieks of the 
women and children were sometimes heard 
above, and sometimes mingling with the fearful 
din, caused by the rushing waves, and howling 
winds. 

Such was the grand and terrific scene that 
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greeted Fitzmaurice as he reined up his horse 
at the end of the field, about midway between 
the house and the bridge. 

There was no crowd, the time and the tem- 
pest effectually prevented this ; no one would 
have been abroad on such a night save from 
need or humanity ; but the miller, or more 
correctly speaking the paper-maker, was much 
respected ; and about six of the bravest of his 
neighbours were collected together in the hope 
of rendering aid to him and his family ; and 
these, when Fitzmaurice reached them, were 
vainly endeavouring to coax or compel a strong 
limbed cart-horse to face the waters, and bring 
off those assembled on the wooden bridge. 

" It is of no use," said the owner of the 
animal, giving up the attempt in despair, find- 
ing all his efforts to make the frightened horse 
advance into the deeper water of no avail. 

" Then it is all over with them, poor crea- 
tures I for if Cdonel wont, not another horse 
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in the parish will ; and a second such a gust as 
that will have the old mill down about their 
ears," observed a neighbour shivering in the 
blast 

^^ Never despair, whilst we can act ; courage 
and perseverance, with God's help, can do 
much," said Fitzmaurice cheeyingly. " Do you 
hold my hat, cloak, and horse, whilst I make 
the attempt; women and children must not 
cry for help in vain,** he added springing on 
the back of the cart-horse as he spoke. " Now 
tie this handkerchief across his eyes." 

It was done ; and the horse advanced about 
a yard into the water, but beyond that, neither 
whip nor spur could compel him to proceed a 
step. 

" Out on the brute ! then I must try what 
my own good horse can do ; for there is no 
time to be lost," said Fitzmaurice, as an agoni- 
eiijg cry from the miller's wife broke on his ear. 

At first the animal snorted and reared ; and 
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it was with considerable difficulty that his 
master got him to face the water^ and even 
when this was done the success of the attempt 
was doubtful. It required not only a bold and 
strong horse, but a skilful rider to keep on the 
causeway ; for the current was rapid ; and one 
false step on the lower side would most pro- 
bably prove fatal to both. 

It was with mingled hope, and fear, and 
admiration, that the villagers watched the pro- 
gress of the young soldier ; and a shout of joy 
and congratulation burst from the lips of all, 
as he neared the bridge. 

" Quick ! quick ! get up behind me," said 
Fitismaurice to the miller's wife. 

" No, no ; take my children first," said the 
fond mother; and with one before and two 
clinging behind, Fitzmaurice and his gallant 
steed retraced their way. 

Blind Jack had by this time arrived ; and 
strong and patient performed his part, thanks'to 
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the good management of his rider, a young 
farmer, bringing away the miller's maid, whilst 
Fitzmaurice at his second trip bore oiF the 
miller's wife with her baby in her arms. The 
papermaker himself, who rented the mill, alone 
remained ; and no persuasions could induce him 
to leave what he considered the post of duty. 

The mill he said had been let to him at a low 
rent as a favour, and common honesly therefore 
required that he should do all in his power to 
save the building for the owner ; and this he 
still hoped to do, fearful as was the flood, by 
abiding there ; whilst the safety of his family, 
by freeing him from all anxiety on their ac- 
count, left him at liberty to think of the best 
method of managing the machinery. 

If his thanks to Fitzmaurice were brief and 
blunt, they were evidently sincere; and the 
you|ig soldier turned away with a troubled look 
when he found that the man was not to be 
moved from his purpose; and that a longer 
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stay by the bridge waa only increasing his own 
risk and serving none. 

'^ I am glad to see you safe on land again, for 
I thought you were gone once, sir," said one of 
the villagers, who had lingered themselves 
nearly up to their knees in water to watch the 
effect of his persuasions on Holden^ '^ You are 
a fine, brave young gentleman ; and the miller's 
family owe you their lives." 

^^ I am thankful that God has blessed my en- 
deavours to aid them,** replied Fitzmaurice 
modestly. ^^ But I am loath to leave any 
behind." 

" Oh ! Holden is a resolute man, sir ; and if 
be says he will do a thing, he will do it; and if 
any one can save the mill he can ; and he has 
nothing else to look to to keep his wife and 
children, I have heard him say. I am sure it 
is a blessing sir, that you came among us to- 
night, and with such a good horse too,'* patting 
the animal as he spoke. ** It is not all of the 
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geptry that would risk their lives for poor 
people neither kith nor kin to them, as yoii 
have done. Why there is Squire Warren, up 
at the Great House there, would not let one of 
his servants even come down to help ; and has 
ordered the horses to his carriage, as I hear, and 
is off for Salisbury directly." 

" Is he ?" exclaimed Fitzmaurice ; and with- 
out waiting for reply or further comment he 
dashed up the road, and into the court^yard. 

" I fear you have been alarmed by the flood, 
sir. Can I be of any service to you," said Fitz- 
maurice, springing from his horse, and approach- 
ing Mr. Warren just as that gendeman coming 
out of the back door was on the point of step- 
ping into his carriage, to which the horses had 
been put with all possible haste. 

" I thank you for your kind offer, but stand 
not in need of your assistance," replied Mr. 
Warren, more surprised than pleased as it ap- 
peared at the young soldier's presence. Then, 
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as if fearful that his reply might seem rudely 
brief, he added in a tone, which he vainly en- 
deavoured to render flattering, " It is an awful 
night, and I am sorry that my immediate de- 
parture for Salisbury must deprive me of the 
honour of making you welcome." 

" Pray do not distress yourself on that ac- 
count," observed Fitzmaurice drily ; adding in 
not quite as steady a tone ; " I hope your fair 
niece. Mistress Edith Ellerslie is well." 

" I trust so," answered her uncle coldly, step- 
ping into the carriage as he spoke, in which his 
sister was already seated, and bidding the ser- 
vant close the door. 

"Doth she not accompany you?" asked 
Fitzmaurice in great surprise. 

" She is not abiding with us at present; but 
I will not detain you in the night air. Robert, 
drive on !" replied Mr. Warren, drawing up the 
window ; and the heavy carriage had rolled out 
of the court-yard ere the young round-head had 
recovered from his amazement. 
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If Edith were not abiding there, where and 
with whom was she abiding ? A remark of one 
of the female servants who stiU lingered at the 
door afforded him some of the information he: 
desired. 

*' No : it is well Mistress Edith ain't here : for 
you never thinks of any body but yourself; and 
she might be drowned along with the whole of 
us for what you cared* It is well for her, 
that she had a fine young goiileman by her side, 
when she went off, who would lose his head be- 
fore a little finger of hers should be hurt," ex- 
claimed the woman angrily, provoked at being 
left behind, and looking after the carriage with — 

" Visage nQthiog sweet." 

"With whom did Mistress Edith Ellerslie 
go?" enquired Fitzmaurice abruptly. 

*^ With her own sweetheart to be sure ; Cap- 
tain Tooker ; as handsome and generous a young 
gallant as the sun ever shone upon," answered 
the woman pertly. Captain Tooker's serving man 
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being an especial favourite with the disappointed 

FitzmauriGe adced no more, but vaulting into 
the saddle dashed out of the court-yard in as 
wild a hurry as he had dashed in. 

Edith Ellerslie could be — ^should be no more 
to him. 

After riding once more towards the mill, 
and ascertaining that the flood was rather de- 
creasing than increasing, Fitzmaurice turned 
his horse's head towards Amesbiiry; but he 
was not destined to return thither alone ; 
for a young farmer, who had ridden over from 
thence on hearing of the waters being out, 
having some sheep in the meadows, offered to 
bear him company, an offer which the young 
soldiers thought it might seem churlish to 
decline, though by hb own free choice he would 
much rather have been by himself. In passing 
through the village, Fitzmaurice learnt how in 
tliis changing life laughter succeeds ^to fear — 
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the ludicrous to the terrific. The little streams 
had swelled and overflown like the great river 
— the water had come into the kitchens of the 
cottagers, and sundry nightcapped heads were 
seen peeping out from the upper windows, 
whilst the loss of sundiry minor articles was 
bewailed in dismal tones. 

Nor was Fitzmaurice to depart without re- 
ceiving many thanks from the miller's wife, 
who watched for his passing — ^many encomiums 
from the honest villagers for his courageous 
humanity ; and much pressing from the princi- 
pal farmer to accept a shelter for himself and 
horse for the night. The first were received 
with a kindness of manner that won all hearts ; 
but the last refused with a decision that left no 
hope of change. Bulford was now hateful to 
him ; and he wished never to see it agiun. 

" If you do not object, sir ; we will go by 
the old saying, that the longest way round is 
the shortest way about ; for the short cut 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE SECRET FOE. 309 

will be heavy riding to-night We had better 
I think go up here, and then turn into the An- 
dover road," said the young farmer to Fitz- 
inaurice as they reached the point where the 
two ways met. 

" I agree with you,'* replied his companion, 
the remark having brought to his mind, not 
only the badness of the bridle rcwd ; but also 
the incident of the pistol shot, and the woman's 
warning not to ride alone by night. " And if 
you please we will go a brisk pace ; for neither 
myself nor my horse will object to a dry bed." 

But Fitzmaurice did not seek this bed till he 
had seen that liis horse was well taken care of, 
which increased the admiration of the landlady, 
who, late as it was, had kept a posset for him 
by the fire ; and so much better did he appear 
on the succeeding morning, that the pet posset 
was again pronounced infallible. 

Fitzmaurice was in truth a difierent person 
when he rose on the morrow to what he had 
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been on the preceding day. The first shock 
caused by the certainty of Edith's falsehood 
had passed away ; and the first bitter agony was 
mastered He had said in his misery that there 
was nothing else in the world worth living for, 
but the events of the last night had brought 
him better, happier, nobler thoughts. He had 
still left health and strength — ^he could serve 
his fellow men. The warm though brief 
thanks of the resolute miller, and the fervent 
gratitude of his good wife, had touched him 
deeply, and he thanked his God ere he laid his 
head on his pillow for having made him the in- 
strument to save their lives ; praying forgive- 
ness for his late sinful murmuring and despair. 

He could not help sometimes thinking of 
Editii, nor could he think of her without regret ; 
but he felt that he had duties to fulfil in life, 
as well as blessings to enjoy ; and his high mind 
and buoyant spirit "bore him above his evil des- 
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tinj. The thought too that he might one da^ 
know, and be acknowledged by hia father, shed 
over the gloomy present a ray of the brighter 
fiiture. 



END OF VOL. L 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 






T. C. Newby, Pi inter, Angel Hill, Bury. 



2. .; -3 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



d by Google 



d by Google 



This book should be returned to 
the Library on or before the last date 
stamped below. 

A fine of five cents a day is incurred 
by retaining it beyond the specified 
time. 

Please return promptly. 



y Google 



